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OUR 


Ovr national finances are involved 
in extreme peril. Our public debt ex- 
ceeds $720,000,000, and is estimated by 
the Secretary of the Treasury, on the 
1st of July next, at $1,122,297,403, and 
on the ist of July, 1864, at $1,744,685,- 
586. When we reflect that this is 
nearly one half the debt of England, 
and bearing almost double the rate of 
interest, it is clear that we are approach- 
ing a fatal catastrophe. Nor is this 
the most alarming symptom. Gold now 
commands a premium of thirty-two per 
cent., as compared with legal tender 
treasury notes, and, with largely aug- 
mented issues, must rise much higher, 
with a correspondent increase of our debt 
and expenditures. Indeed, should the 
war continue, and there be no other al- 
ternative than additional treasury notes, 
they will, before the close of the next fis- 
cal year, fail to command forty cents on 
the dollar in gold, and our debt exceed 
several billions of dollars. This would 
result from an immense redundancy and 
depreciation of currency, and from the 
alarm created here and in Europe, as to 
the maintenance of the Union, and the 
ultimate solvency of the Government. 
Indeed, our enemies, at home and 
abroad, the rebels, and their allies in 
the North and in Europe, already an- 
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nounce impending national bankruptcy 
and repudiation, and there are. many 
devoted patriots who fear such a catas- 
trophe. : 

That the danger is imminent, is a 
truth which must not be disguised. 
Here lies the great peril of the Govern- 
ment. It is not the rebel armies that 
can ever overthrow the Union. It is the 
alarming increase of the public debt 
and expenditures, and the still more 
appalling depreciation of the national 
currency, that most imperil the great 
Republic. 

And is the Union indeed to fall? 
Are we to be divided into separate 
States or many confederacies, each war- 
ring against the other, the sport of 
foreign oligarchs, the scorn of human- 
ity, the betrayers of the liberty of our 
country and of mankind? Can we yet 
save the Republic? This is a fearful 
and momentous question, but it must 
be answered, and answered now. In- 
action is syncope. Delay is death. 
The life of the Republic is ebbing fast, 
and the approaching Ides of March 
may toll the funeral words, Jt is too 
late ! 

What then must be done to avert 
the dread catastrophe? Action, imme- 
diate and energetic action, in the field 


see) 








130 


and in Congress. Winter is the best 
season for a campaign in the South. 
On—on—on with the banner of the 
Republic, by land and sea, and with all 
the reinforcements, from the Ohio and 
Potomac to the Gulf. On, also, with 
the necessary measures in Congress to 
save our finances from ruin, arrest the 
depreciation of our national currency, 
and restore the public credit. We are 
upon the verge of ruin. We are-+hang- 
ing over the gulf of an irredeemable 
paper system, and its spectral shade, 
repudiation, is seen dimly in the dark 
abyss. The present Congress may save 
us; but what of the next? Would 
they, if they could? Who can answer? 
Can they, if they would? No! no! 
It will then be too late. Never did any 
representative assembly encounter so 
fearful a responsibility as the present 
Congress. Each member must vote as 
if the fate of the Union and of humani- 
ty depended upon his action. He must 
rise above the passing clouds of pas- 
sion and prejudice, of State, local, or 
selfish interests, into the serene and 
holy atmosphere, illumined by the light 
of truth, and warmed by the love of 
his country and of mankind. His 
only inquiry must be, What will save 
the nation? The allegiance to the 
Union is paramount, its maintenance 
‘the supreme law,’ the lex lgum, 
of highest obligation, and he who, 
abandoning this principle, follows in 
preference any real or supposed State 
policy, is a secessionist in action, and 
a traitor to his country and mankind. 
Should the catastrophe happen, no 
such paltry motives will save him from 
disgrace and infamy; and, if he be 
snatched from oblivion, his only epitaph 
will be: Here lies a destroyer of the 
American Union. He did not destroy it 
by bullets, but by votes. He did not 
march against it with armed battalions ; 
but, a sentinel, he slept on the post of 
duty, and—his country fell. 

What, then, can Congress do? They 
can consider at once this great financial 
question, uninterrupted by any other 
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measure, until there shall have been 
action complete and decisive. But 
two months more remain of the session. 
Not another day nor hour must be 
lost. All admit that something must 
be done, and done quickly. 

What then is the remedy for our 
depreciated and depreciating national 
currency? The Secretary of the Treas- 
ury anticipated the disaster, and pro- 
posed a remedy in 1861. I gave his 
bank plan then my earnest and imme- 
diate support. Well would it have 
been for our country if it had then 
been adopted, and gold would not now 
command a premium of thirty-two per 
cent, After a year’s experience and 
deliberation, the Secretary reiterates 
his former recommendation, with words 
of solemn import, and arguments of 
great force. His is the chief responsi- 
bility. 'To him is mainly intrusted the 
custody of the public credit. His is 
now the duty of saving us from na- 
tional bankruptcy. At such a time, I 
would differ from him on such a ques- 
tion, only on the clearest convictions, 
and then only upon the condition that 
I had a better plan as a substitute, and 
that mine could become a law now, 
and be carried now into practical exe- 
cution. If all this could not be done, 
I would support the plan of the Secre- 
tary, as all admit that delay or inac- 
tion is death. If my words be too bold 
or earnest, let them be attributed to 
my profound conviction that the Amer- 
ican Union is in extreme peril, and that 
its downfall involves the final catastro- 
phe of our country and of our race. 
Let no man talk of a separation of the 
Union in any contingency. Let none 
speak now of peace or compromise with 
armed treason. Let none think of con- 
structing separate nationalities out of 
the broken and bleeding fragments of 
a dismembered Union. No; far better 
that our wrecked and blasted earth 
should swing from its orbit, disinte- 
grate into its original atoms, and its 
place remain forever vacant in the uni- 
verse, than that we should survive, 
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with such memories of departed glory, 
and such a burning sense of unutter- 
able infamy and degradation. Fallen 
—fallen—fallen ! from the highest pin- 
nacle to the lowest depth, to rise no 
more forever! What American would 
wish to live, and encounter such a des- 
tiny? And why fallen? From a cause 
more damning than our fate. Fallen, 
let the truth be told, as history would 
record, because faction was stronger 
than patriotism, and the degenerate 
sons of noble sires extinguished the 
world’s last hope, by basely surrender- 
ing the American Union to the foul 
coalition of slavery and treason. This 
rebellion is the most stupendous crime 
in the annals of our race, and its pro- 
jectors and coadjutors, at home or 
abroad, individual or dynastic, are 


doomed to immortal infamy. With its 


demoniac passions, its satanic ambi- 
tion, desecrating the remains of the 
slain, making goblets of their skulls, 
and trinkets of their bones, this revolt 
is a heliograph of Dahomey, and Devil- 
dom daguerreotyped more vividly than 
by Danté or Milton. 

The plan of the Secretary is clear, sim- 
ple, comprehensive, practical, and effec- 
tive. It is the plan of an uniform circula- 
tion, furnished by the Federal Govern- 
ment to banking associations organized 
by Congress, securing prompt redemp- 
tion by the deposit of the same amount 
of U. 8. six percent. stock in the Federal 
custody, the principal and interest of this 
stock being payable in gold. This plan, 
with me, is a necessity, and not a choice. 
It is the plan of the Secretary, and not 
mine, and is therefore supported by me 
from no vanity of authorship. Nay, 
more, it required me to overcome strong 
prejudices against any bank circulation, 
and especially any connected in any way 
with the Government. It is, however, a 
strong recommendation of the plan of the 
Secretary, that the proposed connection 
of the banks with the Government is 
not political, and attended with none 
of the formidable objections to the late 
Bank of the United States. Ever since 
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the bank suspension of 1837, I have 
been a bullionist, and sustained that 
doctrine in the Senate of the United 
States, and as Secretary of the Treas- 
ury. The act establishing the inde- 
pendent treasury in 1846, was drawn 
by me, avowedly as a ‘ specie receiving 
and specie circulating’ institution, and 
to restrain excessive issues by the banks; 
but it is impossible now to carry that 
system into practical execution. The 
suspension of specie payment by the 
banks and the Government, has been 
forced by the enormous expenditures 
of the war, and the sub-treasury, which 
never was designed for the custody or 
disbursement of paper, has been so far 
virtually superseded. In acceding now, 
as in December, 1861, to the Secretary’s 
plan of a bank circulation, I must be 
understood as having changed my 
views in no respect as to banks, but 
that I yield to the great emergency, 
which renders the support of the war 
and of the Union paramount to any 
question of coin or currency. 

The national disbursements for the 
present and succeeding fiscal year, as 
stated by the Secretary, together with 
his remarks on that subject, supersede 
the necessity of any further argument 
in proof of the absolute impossibility 
of specie payments now by the Govern- 
ment. We are compelled to resort to 
paper, and the only question is as to 
the character and extent of the issue. 
It is my opinion that we should limit 
this paper currency, as far as practi- 
cable, that it may be as little depre- 
ciated now as possible; so that when 
the rebellion is crushed, the banks and 
the Government may resume specie 
payments at the earliest moment. I 
favor the plan of the Secretary main- 
ly because, by arresting depreciation, 
it would furnish a currency approach- 
ing specie now more nearly than 
can be accomplished in any other 
way, and because, when the war is 
over, it provides the best means for a 
return, in the shortest possible period, 
to specie payments. An irredeemable 
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paper currency Cissolves contracts, vio- 
lates good faith, and its history here 
and in Europe is a record of financial 
ruin, bankruptcy, and repudiation, of 
frauds, crimes, and demoralization, 
which no friend of his country or race 
can desire to witness. The issue of 
treasury notes as a legal tender was 
favored by me as a necessity, super- 
induced by the rebellion, and as a 
substitute for the present bank is- 
sues. Such notes would be depreci- 
ated much less when made a legal 
tender, and, to that extent, our expen- 
ditures would be diminished, and specie 
payments could, therefore, be resumed 
eventually at a much earlier period. 
Why, then, it is asked, not continue and 
extend that system, rather than adopt 
the plan recommended by the Secretary ? 
Because, Congress refusing to prohibit 
a bank circulation, such increased is- 
sues of treasury notes would cause a fur- 
ther great depreciation of such notes, 
to that extent augment our expendi- 
tures, and postpone, perhaps indefinite- 
ly, the resumption of specie payments. 
Gold now commands a premium of thir- 
ty-two per cent., payable in treasury 
notes; but, if such issues be increased 
one half, they would fall to fifty 
per cent., and, if doubled, to at least 
sixty per cent. below specie. At the last 
rate, if our yearly expenditures, paid in 
paper, reached $700,000,000, this would 
command but $280,000,000 in gold, 
thus subjecting the Government to 
a loss of $420,000,000 per annum, and 
at thirty-two per cent. discount, $224,- 
000,000 per annum. These notes, it is 
true, bear no interest, which at six per 
cent. on $280,000,000, would save $16,- 
800,000 a year. But as under the Sec- 
retary’s plan (hereafter developed) the 
Government would only pay an annual 
interest of four per cent. on this loan, 
the saving would only be $11,200,000. 
Deduct this interest thus saved from 
the $420,000,000 of increased annual 
expenditures, arising from such depre- 
ciation of treasury notes, and the result 
is a net loss of $408,800,000 per annum 
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to the Government, from the use of 
such redundant and depreciated cur 
rency. Surely, such a system would 
soon terminate in bankruptcy and repu- 
diation, repeating the history of French 
assignats and Continental money. 

Nor is it the Government only that 
suffers from such a disaster, but the 
ruin extends to the people. There is 
no law more clearly established than 
this: that the currency of a country 
bears a certain fixed proportion to its 
wealth and business. If we expand the 
currency beyond this proportion, we 
violate this law, and will surely suffer 
the terrible penalties of this disobe- 
dience. This law is so certain and in- 
variable, that, if the expansion beyond 
this proportion should be even in specie, 
the result would still be disastrous. 

This was illustrated during the reign 
of Ferdinand and Isabella, when Spain, 
having opened the virgin mines of 
America, brought the precious metals 
in countless millions within her limits, 
and restricted their exportation by the 
most stringent penalties. And what 
was the consequence? Mr. Prescott, 
of Boston, tells us in his great history, 
that ‘the streams of wealth, which 
flowed in from the silver quarries of 
Zacatecas and Potosi were jealously 
locked up within the limits of the Pen- 
insula.’ ‘The golden tide, which, per- 
mitted a free vent, would have fertilized 
the region through which it poured, 
now buried the land under a deluge, 
which blighted every green and living 
thing. Agriculture, commerce, MANU- 
FACTURES, every branch of national in- 
dustry and improvement, languished 
and fell to decay ; and the nation, like 
the Phrygian monarch who turned all 
that he touched into gold, cursed by 
the very consummation of its wishes, 
was poor in the midst of its treasures.’ 
Such was the effect of violating the 
law which regulates the ratio of money 
to wealth; such the consequence of a 
superabundant currency, even in specie. 
The result was that Spain, which had 
been the most prosperous nation of Eu- 

















Our National Finances. 


rope, and whose products and manufac- 
tures had supplied the markets of the 
world, lost nearly all her exports, and 
was forced to resort to the prohibitory 
system. The cost of living, of work- 
ing farms, of manufacturing goods, of 
making and sailing ships, became so 
high in Spain, from her superabundant 
currency, that she was unable to compete 
with any other nation, was reduced to 
poverty, and never began to recover 
until ‘Spain changed her system, en- 
couraged the exportation of the pre- 
cious metals, and thus brought down 
her superabundant currency and in- 
flated prices, and thus enabled Spanish 
industry to supply the markets of the 
Peninsula and of the world.’ Then, the 
distinguished historian tells us, ‘the 
precious metals, instead of flowing in 
so abundantly as to palsy the arm of 
industry, only served to stimulate it, 
the foreign intercourse of the country 
was every day more widely extended ;’ 
‘the flourishing condition of the na- 
tion was seen in the wealth and popu- 
lation of its cities, etc. It is a redundant 
currency, even if gold or convertible 
into gold, that produces these evils, al- 
though depreciation adds to the dis- 
aster. 

What is the effect here of a redund- 
ant currency, is ascertained by refer- 
ence to our exports. By Treasury 
Tables 20 and 21, our foreign im- 
ports consumed here in 1836-7 rose to 
$168,233,675, being largely more than 
double what they were in 1832 ($76,- 
989,793), and nearly double the con- 
sumption, per capita, which was $5.61 
in 1832, and $10.93 in 1836. This was 
our great year of a redundant, although 
still a convertible currency, when our 
imports consumed exceeded our ex- 
ports of domestic produce, $61,662,733 ; 
and so enhanced was the cost of living 
and production here, that we actually 
imported breadstuffs that year of the 
value of $5,271,576. (Table 1, Com. 
and Nav.) Our bank currency that year 
was as follows: Circulation, $149,185,- 
890; deposits, $127,397,185 ; circulation 
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and deposits, $276,583,075 ; loans, $525,- 
115,702. (Treasury Report, 1838, Doc. 
79, tables K. K.) The legitimate result 
of this expansion of loans and cur- 
rency was the great bank suspension of 
May, 1837, and general bankruptcy 
throughout the country. 

Now our bank circulation in 1860 
was $207,102,477 ; deposits, $253,802,- 
129; circulation and deposits, $460,- 
904,606; loans, $691,495,580. (Table 
34, Census of 1860.) Yet our popula- 
tion in 1860 was more than double that 
of 1837, and our wealth (the true ba- 
rometer, marking the proper rise and 
fall of our currency) had much more 
than quadrupled. (Census Table 35.) 
The proportion of the currency to wealth 
in 1837 was more than double the ratio 
of 1860. It was not the tariff that pro- 
duced the suspension of 1837, for it was 
much lower in 1860, than at the date of 
the bank suspension of 1837. 

By Treasury Table 24, our total ex- 
ports abroad of domestic produce, exclu- 
sive of specie, from the 30th of Septem- 
ber, 1821, to 30th June, 1861, were 
$5,060,929,667; and, in the year ending 
the 30th June, 1860, were $316,242,423. 
At the same rate of increase from 1860 
to 1870, as from 1850 to 1860, our do- 
mestic exports exclusive of specie in 
the decade ending the 30th June, 1870, 
would have exceeded five billions of 
dollars, had peace continued and the 
currency been no more redundant in 
proportion to our wealth than in 1860. 
But with a redundant and depreciated 
currency our exports must have been 
reduced at least one fourth. What 
would be the effect on every branch of 
our industry, may be learned by looking 
at Treasury Table 40, showing our do- 
mestic exports for the year ending 30th 
June, 1861. These exports were, of the 
products of our fisheries, $4,451,515 ; 
of the forest, $10,260,809 ; of agricul- 
ture, exclusive of cotton, rice, and to- 
bacco, $100,273,655, and of our manu- 
factures, $35,786,804. This was mainly 
from the loyal States. Now if the for- 
eign markets for our products are re- 
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duced only one fourth by the effect of 
a redundant currency, inflating here 
the cost of production and of living, 
the result would be most disastrous to 
our industry. The reduction would 
be equal, as we have seen, to $125,000,- 
000 per annum, and $1,250,000,000 in 
the decade, Our imports would be 
reduced in the same proportion, and 
our revenue from customs in a corre- 
sponding ratio. Supposing the aver- 
age rate of duties of the present tariff 
to be equal to 40 per cent. ad valorem, 
this would make a difference in our 
revenue from customs of $500,000,000 
in the decade, and, including interest 
not compounded, $635,000,000. And 
here I deem it a duty to say to the 
financial portion of our peace party, 
especially in New York, that our re- 
dundant and depreciated currency, 
with our failure to crush the rebellion, 
and a consequent dissolution of the 
Union, would make repudiation inevi- 
table. We are forced, then, by a due 
regard to our material interests, as well 
as by the higher obligations of honor 
and duty, to subdue the revolt and re- 
store the supremacy of the Government 
in every State. This we can and must 
do. It is due to our country and to 
the world. It is due to the wounded 
and mutilated survivors of the bloody 
conflict, and to our martyred dead, 
murdered by the foulest treason, and 
in the accursed cause of slavery. No! 
all this blood and treasure must not 
have been poured out in vain. It is 
a question mainly of money and per- 
sistence. Our armies can and will 
conquer the rebellion, if we can and 
will supply the sinews of war. Our 
success is much more a financial than a 
military question. As regards the re- 
sult, the Secretary of the Treasury holds 
now the most important post in this 
contest: he is the generalissimo; and 
as he is right on this question, and the 
fate of the Union is involved, I deem 
it my duty to give him my earnest and 
zealous support. 

Ruinous as must be the effect of a 
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redundant and depreciated currency 
upon all industrial pursuits, the injustice 
to our gallant army and navy, regulars 
and volunteers, would be attended with 
extreme “peril. Upon their courage 
and endurance we must rely for success. 
We have pledged to our brave troops, 
who are wounded or dying by thou- 
sands that the Union may live, such 
pay as to enable them while fighting 
our battles to make allotments of por- 
tions of their money for the support of 
their families during their absence. 
We have promised pensions also. 
These are all solemn pledges on the 
part of our Government, and our faith 
is violated if this pay or these pensions 
are reduced. But there is no difference 
between a law directly reducing this 
pay and these pensions, and the adop- 
tion by Congress of the policy of a re- 
dundant and depreciated currency 
which will produce the same result. 
Every vote then in Congress for such a 
policy, is a vote to reduce the pay and 
pensions for our troops, and to annihi- 
late the allotments made by them for 
the support of their families. What 
effect such a policy must have on our 
troops and the maintenance of the 
Union is but too palpable. It is dis- 
bandment and dissolution. Every such 
vote is given also to reduce the value 
of the wages of labor, and for increased 
taxation, to the extent, as we have seen, 
of $408,800,000 per annum. It is a 
vote also to reduce our exports and 
revenue from customs, to paralyze our 
industry ; and finally, in its ultimate re- 
sults, it is a vote against the war, for 
repudiation and disunion, and hence 
every disunionist will oppose the plan 
of the Secretary. 

To what extent this redundancy and 
depreciation will go, by enlarged issues 
of legal tender treasury notes, we may 
learn from the fact that the banks sub- 
stitute them for coin for the redemption 
of their paper. Now, just in propor- 
tion as the issue of treasury notes be- 
comes redundant and depreciated, will 
the bank circulation, redeemable in 
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such notes, augment and depreciate 
also. This is the law of bank circula- 
tion as now forced upon us by Con- 
gress, It is the law of redundancy and 
depreciation. If this policy is adopted 
by Congress, an enlarged issue made 
of treasury notes, and the plan of the 
Secretary discarded, our bank and treas- 
ury note circulation, with the war con- 
tinued, will very largely exceed one bil- 
lion of dollars before the close of the 
next fiscal year, and both will be de- 
preciated much more than sixty per 
cent. Thus, if we should enlarge our 
issues of legal demand treasury notes 
to $500,000,000, and these be made the 
basis of bank issues, in the ratio of 
three to one, our total paper circulation 
would be $2,000,000,000, such treasury 
notes inflating the bank issues, and 
both depreciating together. And yet 
this is the currency in which it is pro- 
posed to conduct the war and the busi- 
ness of the country. The banks alone, 
by excessive loans and issues, would 
grow rich apparently, on the ruin of 
their country. But there would be a 
terrible retribution. The result would 
be general insolvency and repudiation, 
the debts due the banks would become 
worthless, and they be involved in the 
general ruin. It is then the interest of 
the banks to sustain the Government 
and the Secretary, and to transfer their 
capital to the new associations. This 
is especially the case with the New 
York banks, which, under a provision 
of their State constitution, HAVE No 
LEGAL EXISTENCE. When repudia- 
tion and bankruptcy become general, 
the cry, like that of a routed army in a 
panic flight, would be raised, Sauve qui 
peut ; we may have again an old and a 
new court party, especially under our 
miserable system of an elective judi- 
ciary; and the banks be crushed by 
wicked legal devices, as they were in 
the West and Southwest in 1824 and 
1838. 

Referring to bank issues, the Secre- 
tary says, in his last report: ‘It was 
only when the United States notes, 
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having been made a legal tender, were 
diverted from their legitimate use as a 
currency, and made the basis of bank 
circulation, that the great increase of 
the latter began.’ At the present de- 
preciation of these treasury notes, it is 
better for the banks, by one third, to 
redeem their circulation in these notes, 
rather than in specie; and they need 
keep only one dollar of treasury notes 
for three of bank circulation. This is 
the policy forced upon the banks by 
Congress, But the more redundant 
and depreciated this currency becomes, 
the easier will it be for the banks to 
provide the basis of redemption, and ex- 
pand their circulation in the ratio, like 
that of specie, of three dollars of bank 
currency for each dollar of treasury 
notes held by them. Thus it is that 
the enlarged issue of treasury notes ne- 
cessarily increases the bank circulation, 
in the ratio of three to one, and thus 
also, that the circulation of bank and 
treasury notes becomes redundant and 
depreciated. Under such a policy, 
every bank then, however loyal its 
stockholders or officers, becomes a 
citadel, whose artillery bears with more 
fearful effect upon the Government 
than all the armies of the rebellion. 
This will soon become obvious, and 
the odium will rest upon the banks, 
their officers and stockholders. But 
the real responsibility will be with 
Congress, who, by such a system will 
have arrayed the banks in necessary 
and inevitable hostility to the Govern- 
ment. Such, we all know, is not the 
intention of Congress; but as this re- 
sult will necessarily flow from their 
measures, upon them, in the end, will 
fall the terrible responsibility of the 
disaster. It is this appalling condi- 
tion of our finances that gives the re- 
bellion its only hope of success, and 
invites foreign intervention. But if 
Congress will adopt the policy of the 
Secretary, they will render certain the 
triumph of the Union, and the rebels, 
from despair and exhaustion, must soon 
abandon the contest. 
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We have seen how dreadful is the 
disaster which the banks would bring 
on the country by pursuing the pres- 
ent system, and how terrible the odium 
to which they would be subjected. 
But now let us look at the result, if the 
plan of the Secretary is adopted. The 
new banks would become fiscal agents 
of the Government. Their circulation 
would be uniform, furnished by the 
Government, and based on U. 8. stocks, 
the principal and interest of which 
would be payable in gold. The inter- 
est of labor and capital, of the banks, 
the Government, and the people, would 
for the first time become inseparably 
united and consolidated. This is a 
grand result, and fraught with momen- 
tous consequences to the country. 
Every citizen, whether a stockholder of 
the banks or not, would have a direct 
and incalculable interest in their suc- 
cess and prosperity. They, the people, 
would have this interest, not merely as 
holding the notes of the banks, which 
would become our currency, but be- 
cause the banks would hold the stock 
of the Government, would have loaned 
it in this way the money to suppress 
the rebellion, and thus have saved us 
from a redundant and depreciated cur- 
rency, from inevitable bankruptcy and 
repudiation, and have prevented the 
overthrow of the Union. Each bank 
would then become a citadel over 
which should float the flag of the Union, 
for each bank would then become a 
powerful auxiliary for the support of 
the Government and the overthrow of 
the rebellion. 

The bill divorcing the banks and 
the Government was drawn by me, as 
Secretary of the Treasury, in 1846, to 
enlarge the circulation of specie, and 
restrain excessive issues of bank paper. 
I go for the reunion now, as proposed by 
the Secretary, to enable the Govern- 
ment to effect loans upon their stock, 
to prevent a redundant and depreciated 
paper currency, with a correspondent 
increase of expenditures, and to pro- 
vide the means, when the war is over, 
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to resume specie payment at the earliest 
practicable period. I was for restrain- 
ing excessive paper issues then, and so 
am I now, as far as possible. I carried 
into full effect then the divorce of the 
Government and the banks, against a 
terrible opposition from them and the 
great Whig party. I made the divorce 
complete, a vinculo matrimonii : so now 
I would make the union complete, so 
far as proposed by the Secretary, for 
the interest of the banks and the Gov- 
ernment would be united, and just as 
you strengthened the banks and in- 
creased their capital and profits, would 
you fund more and more treasury 
notes, and save us from the ruin of a 
redundant and depreciated currency. 

The Secretary proposes to make these 
banks depositories of treasury notes, 
received by the Government for all dues 
except customs. This is well; for to 
use the sub-treasury to receive and cir- 
culate treasury notes, is against the ob- 
ject for which it was created. Such 
deposits should be secured by U. 8. 
stocks with the Government, and thus 
largely increase the demand for this 
stock. During nearly my first two 
years as Secretary of the Treasury, the 
public moneys were deposited by me 
in the State banks, secured by United 
States and State stocks, and there was 
no loss. Nor, indeed, was there any 
loss or default by any officer, agent, or 
employé of the Treasury Department 
during my entire term of four years, 
notwithstanding the large loans and 
war expenditures. 

Disbursing officers should also de- 
posit with the banks, and pay as for- 
merly by checks on them, with the 
same guarantee by them of U. 8. 
stocks. How far, and to what extent, 
and under what special provisions the 
gold received for customs might be de- 
posited with these banks, may be the 
subject of discussion hereafter. 

If this system were adopted in its 
entirety, the process of absorbing treas- 
ury notes would commence at once, and 
also a correspondent rise in their mar- 
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ket value. The system of loans and 
funding saved England from bankrupt- 
cy during her long wars with France, 
and we must resort to similar expe- 
dients. But as loans, in the usual way, 
except at ruinous discounts, for any 
large amounts, are impracticable, we 
are left to the alternative of the Secre- 
tary’s system, or bankruptcy, repudia- 
tion, and disunion. 

I have another suggestion to make 
as regards these notes furnished by the 
Government to the banks, secured by 
U. 8. stocks. These notes are guaran- 
teed not only by the stock of the Gov- 
ernment, but, in addition, by the whole 
capital and property, real and personal, 
of the banks, and a prior lien on the 
whole to the Government, to secure the 
payment of these notes. These notes 
are receivable by the Government for 
all dues except customs. These notes 
are a national currency, furnished by 
the nation and secured by its stock. 

These notes then, as in England, 
should be a legal tender in payment of 
all debts, except by the banks. As 
the banks can redeem these issues in 
legal tender treasury notes, these is- 
sues of the new banks ought to bea 
legal tender also, except by the banks, 

There is another reason why this 


currency should be made a legal tender. 


Our two last suspensions of specie pay- 
ments by the banks, viz., in 1857 and 
in 1860, were based upon panics, yet 
they had the same disastrous effect, for 
the time, as if arising from short crops, 
overtrading, or a currency greatly re- 
dundant. Such panic convulsions are 
caused mainly by the call for the re- 
demption of bank notes in specie, based 
on the fear of suspension and deprecia- 
tion. But if such notes, as in Euro- 
pean government banks, were a legal 
tender, except by the banks, such panics 
would be far less frequent here, and less 
injurious. The present system, as com- 
pared with that of Europe, discrimi- 
nates most unjustly against our country. 
As a general rule, the American credit- 
or cannot demand gold from the foreign 
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debtor, but such foreign or domestic 
creditor could always demand gold from 
the American debtor. This discrimina- 
tion has produced here the most disas- 
trous consequences, and, independent 
of the present condition of the country, 
our whole banking system requires 
radical reform. We have had eight 
general bank suspensions under our 
present bank system, many of them 
continuing for years, and producing 
ruin and desolation. Under our pres- 
ent system, to talk, as a general rule, 
of well-regulated banks, is to talk of a 
well-regulated famine or pestilence, or 
of a well-regulated earthquake or tor- 
nado, And even the few banks that 
are claimed to be well managed, have 
no appreciable effect on the system. 
It is the system that knows no uni- 
formity or security, and never can have, 
as now organized. That a system so 
perilous and explosive, should have 
even partially succeeded is proof only 
of the intelligence and integrity, gener- 
ally, of the bank officers and directors, 
but no recommendation of the system 
itself. 

The want of uniformity as to com- 
mercial regulations, led to the adoption 
of our Federal Constitution; and yet 
we have no uniformity as to money, 
which represents commerce and effects 
its interchanges. In this respect, we 
aré still suffering all the evils of the 
old confederacy, and have thereby so 
weakened the Government as to have 
invited this rebellion. Indeed, the 
State banks in the revolted States were 
the main auxiliaries of treason and se- 
cession, and supplied, to a vast extent, 
the sinews of war. By Census Table 
84, there were in 1860, 1,642 banks, in- 
corporated by thirty-four States, with 
no uniformity of organization, issues, 
or security. Thus is it that the States 
have usurped the power to regulate 
commerce and currency, and to emit 
bills of credit, in defiance of the pro- 
hibition of the Federal Constitution. 
The Egyptians abandoned their folly 
after seven plagues; but we have had 
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eight bank convulsions, and yet we 
adhere to the wretched system. 

I believe it was slavery caused the 
rebellion, but, in the absence of power- 
ful aid from the Southern banks, the 
revolted States could never have main- 
tained so prolonged a contest. Organ- 
ized as now proposed, these new banks, 
and all who held their notes, must 
have sustained the Government. Na- 
tions expend millions yearly in erect- 
ing forts and maintaining, even in 
peace, large armies and navies to pre- 
serve the Government. But necessary 
as these may be, they would not be 
more important than the system now 
proposed as a security for the pres- 
ervation of the Government. 

My last suggestion is, that as regards 
all such United States loans, as during 
the war shall become the basis of this 
system, the time of payment shall be 
made twenty years instead of five, so 
as, with the modifications above pro- 
posed, to insure the codperation of the 
banks, and the success of the system. 
As this plan is deemed essential to save 
our finances, to suppress the rebellion, 
and maintain the Union, why incur 
any hazard on such a question as this ? 
In all our wars, including the present, 
we have issued bonds running twenty 
years to maturity, and the bonds, re- 
deemable in 1881, are scarcely at par. 
Why, then, issue a stock of less value, 
which may fail to accomplish the great 
object, when a better security would 
certainly succeed? I fully agree in the 
opinion expressed by the Secretary, 
against ‘a fixed interest of six per cent. 
on a great debt, for twenty years,’ if it 
can be avoided; but I also concur in 
that portion of his report in which he 
says: ‘ No very early day will probably 
witness the reduction of the public debt 
to the amount required as a basis for se- 
cured circulation.’ To that extent, then, 
would I enlarge the time for the maturi- 
ty of the bonds. Surely, if this be ne- 
cessary to secure the codperation of the 
banks, and the capital of the country, 
there should be no hesitation. Even if 
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the system, based only on the bonds of 
short date, should ultimately succeed, 
the loss, in the interim, from a redundant 
and depreciated currency, would far ex- 
ceed any benefit derived from the sub- 
stitution of five-twenties for twenty year 
bonds. By Census Table 35, our wealth 
in 1850, was $7,135,780,228, and in 
1860, $16,159,616,068, the ratio of in- 
crease during the decade being 126.45 
per cent. ; at which rate, our wealth in 
1870 would be $36,583,450,585, and in 
1880, $82,843,222,849. Surely, then, 
at these periods, it would be much 
easier to liquidate this debt than in 
1867. But, were it otherwise, the im- 
mediate gain from decreased expendi- 
tures, arising from funding more rapid- 
ly our treasury notes, thus rendering our 
currency less redundant and depreciated, 
with the revival of the public credit, and 
its immediate happy influence, North 
and South, here and in Europe, would 
far more than compensate for any con- 
tingent advantage arising from short 
loans. Our twenty years’ loan is now 
barely at par, and the five-twenties 
below par. The difficulty of indu- 
cing bank and other capital to invest 
hundreds of millions of dollars un- 
der the new system is very great. Is 
it wise to commence the effort, confined 
to our weakest securities, now below 
par? Besides, considering the old and 
new debts, and constantly increasing 
responsibilities, is there any prospect 
that we will have liquidated all these 
before the end of five years, and the five- 
twenty loan also? Surely, upon a ben- 
efit so doubtful, and a contingency so 
improbable, we ought not to risk the 
fate of a measure on which depends 
the safety of the Union. But if we 
could pay off the five-twenty loan held 
by the new banks, is it prudent to 
assume that so many hundred mil- 
lions of capital will be withdrawn from 
the present baaks and other business 
for investment in the new banks, 
which may cease at the end of five 
years by payment of the bonds? The 
change from the old to the new banks 
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may involve some loss at first, but, if the 
system may be arrested at the end of five 
years, just when profits might be real- 
izing, the plan could scarcely succeed. 
When the Secretary first proposed this 
system in December, 1861, he probably 
would have succeeded with the five- 
twenties, in the condition at that date 
of the public credit. But the disas- 
trous fall of our securities since that 
date, seems now to require bonds of a 
higher value. 

I would then provide a twenty years 
loan, for all that may be made the 
basis of the new bank circulation. 
But it is not a six, but only a four 
per cent. twenty years’ loan that is pro- 
posed, by deducting one per cent. 
semi-annually from the interest of the 
bonds made the basis of this bank cir- 
culation. This deduction would only 
be a fair equivalent for the expenses 
incurred by the Government in furnish- 
ing the circulation, for the release of 
taxes, for the deposit of public moneys 
with these banks, for making their 
notes a legal tender, and receiving them 
for all dues except customs. The tax 
on all other bank circulation should be 
one and a half per cent. semi-annually, 
secured by adequate penalties. 

If, under this system, during this 
stupendous rebellion, involving the ex- 
istence of the Government, with armies 
and expenditures unexampled in history, 
the Secretary (as, with the aid of Con- 
gress and the banks, I believe he can) 
should secure us a sound and uniform 
currency, and negotiate vast loans, run- 
ning twenty years, at par, the Govern- 
ment paying only four per cent. in- 
terest per annum, he will have accom- 
plished a financial miracle, and deserved 
a fame nearest to that of the first and 
greatest of his predecessors, the peerless 
Hamilton. 

The bill organizing the new system, 
presented in Congress by Mr. Hooper 
last summer, is drawn with great abili- 
ty, and it is much to be deplored, that 
(with some amendments) it had not 
then become a law, when it could have 


13Q 


been much more easily put in operation, 
and would have saved hundreds of mil- 
lions of dollars to the Government. 

But the fifty-fifth section of that bill 
provides that all the banks organized 
under it are to become ‘ depositaries of 
the public moneys,’ excepting those in 
‘the city of Washington.’ Why this 
discrimination? If there be any place 
where banks, organized under a nation- 
al charter, issuing a national currency, 
and receiving national deposits, should 
be encouraged, it is here. With no 
discrimination against them, such 
banks would be established here with 
considerable capital. And why not? 
It cannot be intended to discourage 
the establishment of such banks here, 
and thus defeat, to that extent, the suc- 
cess of the system. It is here, if any- 
where, that such banks should receive 
the public deposits, where they could 
be constantly secured from day to day 
under the immediate supervision of ths 
Government. Besides, the only effect 
of such a discrimination would be to 
drive such banks to Georgetown, Alex- 
andria, or some other speculative site 
outside the city or District. This city 
has just been consecrated to freedom 
by Congress, and it is hoped that, in 
commencing its new career, no discrim- 
ination will be made against it. In- 
deed, I think it would be wise, in order 
to insure the success here of the new sys- 
tem, to allow the district banks organ- 
ized under this law to receive the same 
rate of interest as is permitted in New 
York. 

I have contended, during the last 
fourth of a century, that all State bank 
currency is unconstitutional. This re- 
bellion will demonstrate the truth of 
that proposition, and the question ulti- 
mately be so decided by the Supreme 
Court of the United States. This, it is 
true, might require some of those 
Judges, if then living, to change their 
opinion on some points; but this has 
been done before, and even on consti- 
tutional questions; and State banks 
will fall before judicial action, as well 
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as nullification, State allegiance, seces- 
sion, and the whole brood of kindred 
heresies. 

A republic which cannot regulate its 
currency, or which leaves that power 
with thirty-four separate States, each 
legislating at its pleasure and without 
uniformity, abandons an essential na- 
tional authority, and this abdication 
has furnished one of the main supports 
of the rebellion. With nothing but a 
national currency, the revolted States 
never could have successfully inaugu- 
rated this war, and we must deprive 
them in all time to come of this terrible 
ally of treason. To permit the States 
to provide the circulating medium, the 
money of the country, is to enable them 
to furnish the sinews of war, and clothe 
them with a power to overthrow the 
Government. 

With only such a national currency 
as is now proposed, issued by the Gov- 
ernment to these banks, organized by 
Congress, and based on the deposit in 
the Federal treasury of United States 
stock, the rebellion would have been 
impossible. Our Government was so 
mild and benignant, that we deemed it 
exempt from the assault of traitors ; but 
this revolt has dissipated this deiusion, 
and warned us to provide all the safe- 
guards indicated by experience as ne- 
cessary to maintain the Union. Among 
the most important is the resumption 
by the Government of the great sover- 
eign function of regulating the cur- 
rency and giving to it uniformity and 
nationality. Such was clearly the in- 
tention of the Constitution. The Gov- 
ernment has, by the Constitution, the 
exclusive power ‘to regulate commerce 
with foreign nations, and among the 
several States.’ But commerce is regu- 
lated mainly by money, and by it all 
interstate and international exchanges 
of products are made. If the currency 
is redundant, prices rise, exports are 
diminished; and the reverse follows 
with a contracted circulation. But 
banks inflate or restrict the currency 
at their pleasure, and thus control 
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prices, commerce, exports, imports, and 
revenue. But they also destroy or depre- 
ciate the money of the Government, and 
deprive it of a vital power. Thus, the 
nation issues treasury notes, and makes 
them a legal tender: the banks imme- 
diately make such notes the basis of 
bank issues, in the ratio of three to one, 
and the whole currency necessarily be- 
comes redundant and depreciated ; and 
thus this essential power of the Govern- 
ment is controlled by the States, and, 
for all practical purposes, annihilated. 

Chief Justice Marshall, in delivering 
the unanimous opinion of the Supreme 
Court of the United States (4 Whea- 
ton 193), said: ‘ Wherever the terms 
in which a power is granted to Con- 
gress, or the nature of the power re- 
quire that it should be exercised ex- 
clusively by Congress, the subject is as 
compietely taken from the State Legis- 
latures as if they had been forbidden 
to act on it. Now, it has been de- 
cided by the Supreme Court of the 
United States (9 Wheaton 1) that, 
this power to regulate commerce extends 
to the Zand, as well as to the water, that 
it includes intercourse and navigation, 
and vessels, as vehicles of commerce, 
that it includes an embargo which is 
prohibitory, that this power is ‘ ExcLv- 
SIVELY vested in Congress,’ and ‘no 
part of it can be exercised bya State. 
Now, the question, whether the notes 
of a State bank, issued on the authority 
of a State, and designed to circulate as 
money, conflicts with this clause of the 
Constitution, has never been decided by 
the Supreme Court of the United States. 
This is a new and momentous question, 
never yet adjudicated by the Supreme 
Court; but how they would now de- 
cide that point, with the light thrown 
upon it by this rebellion, I cannot 
doubt. 

The Government also has the sole 
power to lay and collect duties, which 
‘shall be uniform throughout the 
United States, and the States are pro- 
hibited from exercising this authority. 
But this power also is in fact controlled 
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by the banks, and the revenue from im- 
ports increased or diminished, accord- 
ing to their action. Indeed, they can 
modify or repeal tariffs at their pleasure, 
for, they have only to inflate the circu- 
lation, and prices rise here to the ex- 
tent of the duties, and the tariff be- 
comes inoperative. Of all the branches 
of our industry, the manufacturing is 
injured most by a redundant currency, 
limiting our fabrics to a partial supply 
at home, and driving them from the 
foreign market. Give us a sound, sta- 
ble, uniform currency, sufficient but 
not redundant, and our skilled, edu- 
cated, and intelligent labor will, in 
time, defy all competition. But the 
banks, as now conducted, are the great 
enemies of American industry. 

The Government has also the sole 
power ‘to coin money, regulate the 
value thereof, etc. But the banks now 
regulate its value by controlling prices, 
by substituting their money for coin, 
and by expelling it from the country 
at their pleasure. Recollect, these 
powers over commerce and money are 
exclusive, not concurrent, so adjudicated, 
and the Constitution, in delegating 
‘hem exclusively to the Government, 
withheld them altogether from the 
States. The conceded fact that these 
powers are exclusive, proves that the 
States cannot, by any instrumentality, 
directly or indirectly, control their ex- 
ercise. An exclusive authority neces- 
sarily forbids any control or interfer- 
ence. But there are express prohibi- 
tions in the Constitution as well as 
grants. That instrument declares that 
‘no State shall emit Dills of credit. 
The State itself cannot emit circulating 
paper: how then can it authorize this 
to be done by a State corporation, which 
is the mere creature of a State law? 
The State cannot authorize its Governor 
to issue such paper: how then can it 
direct a cashier, deriving all his power 
only from a State law, to do the same 
thing? Qui facit per alium, facit per se, 
and this fundamental maxim of law 
and reason is violated when a State does 
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through any instrumentality, created 
by it, what the State cannot do itself. 
It is true that a majority of the Su- 
preme Court of the United States, in 11 
Peters 257, did decide that the Bank 
of the Commonwealth of Kentucky did 
not violate that clause of the Constitu- 
tion forbidding States to ‘emit bills 
of credit,’ but Justice Story, in his dis- 
senting opinion, said: ‘When this 
cause was formerly argued before this 
court, a majority of the judges who 
then heard it were decidedly of opin- 
ion that the act of Kentucky establish- 
ing this bank was unconstitutional and 
void, as amounting to an authority to 
emit bills of credit, for and on behalf 
of the State, within the prohibition of 
the Constitution of the United States. 
In principle, it was thought to be de- 
cided by the case of Craig . the State 
of Missouri (4 Peters 410). Among 
that majority was the late Chief Justice 
Marshall.’ This decision, then, in the 
case of the Bank of Kentucky, is over- 
thrown, as an authority, by the fact that 
it was against the decision of the Su- 
preme Court in a former case, and 
against the opinion of a majority of 
the court in that very case before the 
death of Chief Justice Marshall. In 
delivering the opinion of the court in 
the Missouri case (4 Peters 410), Chief 
Justice Marshall defined what is that 
bill of credit which a State cannot emit. 
He says: ‘If the prohibition means 
anything, if the words are not empty 
sounds, it must comprehend the emis- 
sion of any paper medium by a State 
Government, for the purpose of com- 
mon circulation.’ And he also says: 
‘ Bills of credit signify a paper medium, 
intended to circulate between indi- 
viduals, and between Government and 
individuals, for the ordinary purposes 
of society.’ That the notes of the Bank 
of Kentucky came within this definition 
and decision, is clearly stated by Jus- 
tice Story. In that case also it was ex- 
pressly decided, that if the issues be 
unconstitutional, the notes given for the 
loan of them ARE VorD. It is said, how- 








142 


ever, that the bills are issued by a 
bank, not by the State; but the bank 
is created by the State, and authorized 
by the State to issue these notes, to 
circulate as money. In the language 
of Chief Justice Marshall, in this case, 
‘ And can this make any real difference ? 
Is the proposition to be maintained 
that the Constitution meant to prohibit 
names and not things?’ On this sub- 
ject, Justice Story says: ‘ That a State 
may rightfully evade the prohibitions 
of the Constitution by acting through 
the instrumentality of agents in the eva- 
sion, instead of acting in its own direct 
name, is a doctrine to which I can never 
subscribe,’ etc. I am conscious that 
Justice Story also said in the same case, 
arguendo : ‘the States may create banks 
as well as other corporations, upon 
private capital ; and, sO FAR AS THIS 
PROHIBITION IS CONCERNED, may right- 
fully authorize them to issue bank bills 
or notes as currency, subject always to 
the control of Congress, whose powers 
extend to the entire regulation of the cur- 
rency of the country. It will be ob- 
served, that Justice Story gives no 
opinion as to whether the issues of such 
banks are constitutional, whether they 
conflict or not with the power of Con- 
gress to regulate coin or commerce, 
He only says (and the limitation is most 
significant), they do not violate the pro- 
hibition as to bills of credit (from 
which I dissent); but he does declare 
that to Congress belongs ‘ the entire reg- 
ulation of the currency’ Now this pow- 
er must rest on the authority of Con- 
gress to regulate coin and commerce. 
But these powers, we have seen, were 
not concurrent, but erclusive ; and, in 
the language of Chief Justice Marshall, 
in delivering the unanimous opinion 
of the Supreme Court in the case be- 
fore quoted from 4 Wheaton 193, as 
to any such power that ‘should be ex- 
ercised exclusively by Congress, the sub- 
ject is as completely taken from the 
State Legislature as if they had been 
forbidden to act on it! All then who 
agree that Congress has ‘the entire 
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regulation of the currency,’ must ad- 
mit that all banks of issue incorporated 
by States are unconstitutional, not be- 
cause such issues are bills of credit, but 
because they violate the exclusive au- 
thority of Congress to regulate com- 
merce, coin, and its value. I repeat, 
that while this question has never been 
adjudicated by the Supreme Court, yet, 
if their decision in fourth and ninth 
Wheaton is maintained, such bank 
issues are clearly unconstitutional. It 
is clear, also, whatever may be the case 
of bank issues, based only ‘ upon pri- 
vate capital,’ or, in the language of 
Judge Story, ‘if the corporate stock, 
and that only by the charter, is made 
liable for the debts of the bank,’ yet, 
if the bank issues are based on the 
‘funds’ or ‘credit’ of the State, such 
issues do violate the prohibition 
against bills of credit. Such bank 
issues, then, as are furnished and coun- 
tersigned by State officers, acting un- 
der State laws, and are secured by 
the deposit with the State of its 
own stock, are most clearly unconstitu- 
tional. . 

In No. 44 (by Hamilton) of the Fed- 
eralist, the great contemporaneous expo- 
sition of the Constitution (prepared by 
Hamilton, Madison, and Chief Justice 
Jay of the Supreme Court of the United 
States), it is said: ‘The same reasons 
which show the necessity of denying to 
the States the power of regulating coin, 
prove with equal force that they ought 
not to be at liberty to substitute a pa- 
per medium instead of coin.’ Such was 
the opinion of the two great founders 
of the Constitution (Hamilton and 
Madison), and its first judicial exposi- 
tor, the eminent Chief Justice Jay. 
Justice Story quotes and approves this 
remarkable passage, and says ‘ that the 
prohibition was aimed at a paper me- 
dium which was intended to circulate 
as money, and to that alone.’ 

In his message of December 3, 1816, 
President Madison, referring expressly 
to a bank and paper medium, said : ‘ It 
is essential that the nation should pos- 
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sess @ currency of equal value, credit, 
and use, wherever it may circulate. 
The Constitution has entrusted Con- 
gress exclusively with the power of cre- 
ating and regulating a currency of that 
description.’ : 

This rebellion proves the awful dan- 
ger of State violations of the Federal 
Constitution. The rebellion is the 
child of State usurpation, State su- 
premacy, State allegiance, and State 
secession. And now the Government 
is paralyzed financially, in its efforts to 
suppress the rebellion, by a question as 
to State banks, depreciating the cur- 
rency, and State banks based on State 
stocks. The Government wishes a cur- 
rency, not redundant, and to borrow 
money to save the Union. But one 
State says, we have placed all our sur- 
plus money in State banks, and another 
State (as in the case of New York) 
says, we have based the circulation of 
these banks, mainly on our own State 
bonds, and you must do nothing which 
will injuriously affect their value. It 
is true the Union is in danger, but are 
not the credit of State banks and State 
bonds of higher value than the Union ? 
The State first, the Union afterwards. 
Our paramount duty is to our State. 
and that to the Union is subordinate. 
Why, this is the very language of re- 
bellion—the echo of South Carolina 
treason. But it is not the language of 
the Constitution, which declares that 
“This Constitution, and the laws of 
the United States which shall be made 
in pursuance thereof, and all treaties 
made, or which shall be made, under 
the authority of the United States, 
shall be the supreme law of the land: 
and the judges in every State shall be 
bound thereby, anything in the Consti- 
tution or laws of any State to the con- 
trary notwithstanding.” 

The supremacy then, is with the Fed- 
eral Constitution and laws; otherwise 
there could be no uniformity or nation- 
ality. And does New York suppose 
that she can tear down the temple of 
the Union, and that the principal pil- 
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lar which supported the arch will 
stand firm and erect? No! if the 
Union falls, New York will only be 
the most conspicuous among the bro- 
ken columns. 

But New York knows that the path 
of interest is that of honor and of duty. 
It is the Union only that has made her 
great. It is the concentration by the 
Union of interstate and international 
commerce in her great city, that was 
consummating its imperial destiny. Be- 
fore the Union of 1778 and 1787, New 
York city was the village of Manhat- 
tan: destroy the Union, and she will 
again become little more than the vil- 
lage of Manhattan. The trident of the 
ocean, the sceptre of the world’s com- 
merce would fall from her grasp, and 
London be left without a rival. De- 
prive the Government of the power to 
regulate commerce, and the fall of New 
York will be as rapid as her rise. 
Each State then, as before the Consti- 
tution, would control its own com- 
merce, and the railroads and canals of 
New York would cease to be the ve- 
hicles of the trade of the nation and 
of the world. Each State, as under 
the old Confederacy, would force com- 
merce into her own ports by prohibi- 
tory or discriminating statutes. No, 
when New York takes from the Union 
the exclusive control of commerce, she 
commits suicide. One uniform regula- 
tion of commerce, and one uniform 
currency, are more essential to the 
prosperity of New York than to that 
of any other State. New York repre- 
sents interstate and international com- 
merce. There are concentrated our 
imports and exports, and there three 
fourths of our revenue is collected. 
There, if the Union endures, must be 
the centre of the commerce of the na- 
tion and of the world. If the rebellion 
succeeds, the separation of the East and 
West is just as certain as that of the 
North and South. Discord would 
reign supreme, and States and parts of 
States become petty sovereignties, 
mere pawns, to be moved on the po- 
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litical chess board by the kings and 
queens of Europe. 

As New York has derived the great- 
est benefits from the Union, so would 
she suffer most from its fall. It is New 
York to whom the Union transferred 
the command of her own commerce, 
and ultimately that of the world. It 
is New York to which England looks 
as the future successful rival of Lon- 
don, and it is New York at whom 
England chiefly aims the blow in 
desiring to overthrow the Union. The 
interest of New York in the price of 
bank or State stock is insignificant 
compared with her still greater stake 
in the success of the Union. Indeed, 
if the Union should fall, State and 
bank stock and all property will be of 
little value, and bank debts will gener- 
ally become worthless, 

But if the war continues, we have 
seen that a redundant and depreciated 
currency would increase our expendi- 
tures $408,800,000 per annum. This 
would require a like addition to our 
annual tax, of which the share 
of New York would be over $50,- 
000,000, and the share of every other 
State in like proportion to its popula- 
tion. 

By Treasury Table 35, the stocks, 
State and Federal, held by the New 
York banks in 1860, was $29,605,318, 
the circulation $28,239,950, and the 
capital $111,821,957. Thus it appears 
that the increased tax to be paid an- 
nually by New York, as the conse- 
quence of a redundant and depreciated 
currency, would be nearly double her 
whole bank circulation, and that thir- 
teen months of this increased tax to be 
paid by the nation, would largely ex- 
ceed the whole capital of all the banks 
of the United States in 1860. (Cen- 
sus Table 35.) These are the frightful 
results of an irredeemable, redundant, 
and depreciated currency. 

Such a course, on the part of a Gov- 
ernment, which must make large pur- 
chases, rese...bles that of an individual 
who wishes to buy large?y on his own 
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credit and paper, but depreciates it so 
much as to compel him to pay quadru- 
ple prices, the result being bankruptcy 
and repudiation. 

There is great hope in the fact that 
New York takes no contracted view of 
this great question. She knows that 
her imperial destiny is identified with 
the fate of the Union. Realizing this 
great truth, she has more troops in the 
field than any other State, she has ex- 
pended more money and more blood 
than any other State to suppress this 
rebellion, and she will never array State 
stocks or State banks in hostility to the 
safety of the Union, 

Ané what of Pennsylvania, that glo- 
rious old Commonwealth, so many of 
whose noble sons, cut off mostly in the 
morning of life, now fill graves pre- 
pared by treason? Is she to become a 
border State, and her southern boun- 
dary the line of blood, marked by 
frowning forts, by bristling bayon- 
ets, by the tramp of contending 
armies, engaged in the carnival of 
slaughter, and revelry of death? Is 
New England to be re-colonized, and 
the British flag again to float over the 
chosen domain of freedom? What of 
the small States, deprived of the se- 
cured equality and protective guaran- 
tees of the Constitution, to be surely 
crushed by more powerful communi- 
ties? What of the West? Is it to be 
cut off from the seaboard, and rendered 
tributary to the maritime power? 
What of the States of the Pacific? 
Are they to lose the great imperial rail- 
ways destined, under the Union, to con- 
nect them with the valley of the Mis- 
sissippi and the Atlantic? But alas! 
why look at any of the bleeding and 
mutilated fragments, when all will be 


‘involved in a common ruin ? 


May a gracious Providence give us 
all, the wisdom to discern what is best 
for our beloved country, in this her 
day of fearful trial, and the courage 
and patriotism to adopt whatever 
course is best calculated to save us 
from impending ruin! 











A Trip to Antietam. 


A TRIP TO 


Tue great battle of the Antietam 
had been fought, and a veteran army 
was gathered around Harper's Ferry 
recruiting for fresh campaigns. Here 
was a chance to see a battle field and 
warriors to be celebrated for all time. 
From childhood up we have been 
taught history ; and all history, except 
some few dry constitutional treatises, 
has been accounts of great commanders, 
of the marches and retreats of bronzed 
soldiers, of empires won by the sword, 
of dynasties established by conquests. 
Our hymn book, our clergymen, and 
our Bible have exhorted us to be sol- 
diers of the cross, to buckle on our 
armor, and to fight the good fight, even 
when turning the other cheek when 
smitten on the one. Now this oppor- 
tunity to see actual history, a battle field, 
and veteran troops, and great leaders 
whose names are to be household words, 
could not be resisted; so, taking a 
couple of blankets apiece, and a few 
clothes, and money wherewith to pay 
our way, we started by rail for Balti- 
more, and thence for the army. 

Around Baltimore were several regi- 
ments, Those that we visited were of 
the recent levies, and were improving 
fast in discipline and drill. They were 
placed in strong positions to prevent a 
rebel attack from the west, and to com- 
mand the city. The stars and stripes 
floated over houses in all parts of the 
town. We met a little company of boys 
seven miles out playing soldier, with the 
star-spangled banner, a cheering sign of 
the loyalty of the place. 

At Baltimore my friend and I took 
seats in the car for Harper’s Ferry. The 
train was crowded with a most miscel- 
laneous set of passengers, officers of all 
grades, from general with stars to sec- 
ond lieutenant with plain bands, com- 
mon soldiers, sutlers, Jews, and country 
people. Some ‘of the Jews, after a 
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time, became the most noisy part of the 
crowd, and belied their proverbial rep- 
utation for shrewdness by imbibing 
from bottles, which they circulated very 
freely, becoming very talkative, and 
most decidedly drunk. The most in- 
teresting companion we met was a 
member of the Maryland House of Rep- 
resentatives, a very sensible man, and of 
course a strong Unionist. He did not 
approve of the President’s emancipation 
proclamation ; thought it would alienate 
Union men in the Border States, and 
made other objections to it. He in- 
formed us that his negroes were of no 
profit to him; that the proclamation 
had made them believe they would all 
be free; that they did pretty much 
what they chose; and that Maryland 
would have to accede to the President's 
advice to the Union Border States to 
emancipate their slaves and receive 
compensation for so doing. 

The railroad, after leaving the Relay 
House, runs along the Patapsco river, 
amid most beautiful scenery. We 
passed numerous trains with Govern- 
ment stores—one of baggage cars fitted 
up with rough seats and crowded inside 
and on the top with a regiment of Uncle 
Sam’s bluecoats, cheering and singing 
as new troops only do. There were no 
signs of the devastations of war until 
we approached the Monocacy river. 
During their campaign in Maryland, the 
rebels at one time made this river their 
line of defence: it was supposed that 
they would make here a stand against 
McClellan’s advance from Wshington. 
They had burnt the woodwork of the 
bridge, twisted the long iron rods of 
the structure to one side, destroyed all 
the railroad building, engines, and cars 
they could lay hands on, and had done 
everything to retard our force. A new 
bridge had now been recently built, 
over which we were obliged to pass 
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slowly. Immediately after leaving the 
river, the road branched, one track 
leading to Frederick, then an immense 
hospital containing seven thousand 
wounded soldiers, the other keeping on 
and striking the Potomac at the Point 
of Rocks. We saw soldiers and sen- 
tries at several places, but were sur- 
prised that we did not see more. The 
road keeps close to the river for some 
miles to Harper’s Ferry. On the other 
side the ground was frequently occu- 
pied by the enemy’s pickets; the diffi- 
culty of approaching the river being 
the only impediment to the shelling of 
trains on our side. The Potomac was 
unusually low; there had been a long 
season of dry, beautiful weather, ren- 
dering it fordable in many places. 

At the Point of Rocks we enter upon 
the mountains of the Blue Ridge, and 
the railroad winds in the deep valley 
worn by the river, amid the most pic- 
turesque and beautiful scenery. The 
canal is between the railroad and river: 
its locks had been destroyed and the 
water drained out by the rebel hordes ; 
for it is a great artery of life to Wash- 
ington, and invaluable to an army en- 
camped along its borders, furnishing 
economically the transportation of the 
great supplies necessary for the soldiers’ 
subsistence. At this time it seemed of 
no use except as a depository for the 
carcasses of dead horses. 

With the exception of this dismal 
empty canal, there were very few signs 
of the ravages of the armies which had 
lately swept through these charming 
valleys. A few miles from Harper’s 
Ferry, by the side of the railroad, were 
great hayricks, and the barns were 
full to overflowing. As we approached 
Sandy Hook, a village of a few houses 
on the north side of the Potomac, 
about a mile from Harper’s Ferry, we 
saw on the road, which ran close to the 
railroad track, thousands of the blue- 
bodied, white-topped army wagons. 
In the most crowded thoroughfare of 
London one would not see so many 
teams. From this neighborhood the 
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great army of the Potomac drew the 
most of its supplies. The ninth army 
corps was moving this day to its camp, 
two or three miles northward ; and part 
of its cannon, their brazen throats still 
tarnished by sulphurous smoke, added 
to the throng. It is surprising how 
large a portion of the army is composed 
of these baggage trains, and of the 
camp followers, teamsters, servants, 
and sutlers. A regiment of infantry, 
under the little shelter tents is crowded, 
into a small space; but the bulky bag- 
gage trains cover much ground. We 
spent the best part of a day, in going 
to and returning from the army, in the 
neighborhood of a smull wayside tavern 
in this little village of Sandy Hook, 
with no other amusement than watch- 
ing the moving of the teamsters, chat- 
ting with stray officers and soldiers, 
and seeing what may be called the 
back-stair life of the army. And we 
wish here to protest against the abuse 
which has been so abundantly heaped 
upon the teamsters: we found them, as 
a class, a respectable body of men, quite 
skilful in the management of their ani- 
mals, comparing well with those in the 
same occupation in our great cities: 
there was certainly not so much swear- 
ing, and not so much abuse of their 
mules and horses, as one sees in New 
York, I remember their kind atten- 
tion to me, some days afterward, when, 
in my impatience to get by a long train 
of teams filling up a little country road, 
I had imprudently urged my horse on 
to a ledge of rocks, where he, not being 
an old warhorse, hesitated, slipped, 
and fell flat on his side, among the 
mules of one of the wagons; and, as 
the horse, with my leg under him, was 
rolling to recover himself, the anxiety 
of the teamsters as to whether I was 
hurt, and then as to my horse, a fine 
animal, who had cut himself a little on 
the rocks. Their proffered assistance 
was very different from the oaths I 
should have met under similar circum- 
stances in some Northern cities. 

The army wagons are large, with 
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great white cotton coverings, and gen- 
erally drawn by six mules: the driver, 
usually a colored man, rides the first 
nigh mule, and has one rein, called the 
‘jerky rein,’ running over the head of 
the mule before him, through a ring 
fastened to his headstall, and dividing 
on the back of the leader, and fasten- 
ing to his bit. The mule is directed to 
one side or another by the driver twitch- 
ing the rein and shouting. There were 
some few wagons driven from the box, 
but in all these cases that we noticed, 
the animals were horses, four in num- 
ber, and their drivers were white. The 
mules and horses were generally in good 
condition, and quite a contrast to those 
in the cavalry service, which, even in a 
crack regiment, like the sixth regular, 
presented a most sorry appearance of 
overwork and terribly hard usage. The 
baggage trains and camp followers are 
a necessary portion of every army, and 
its efficiency depends in a great meas- 
ure upon the perfect organization of this 
essential part. In the French army this 
organization is carried to a high de- 
gree of perfection. A small army of ten 
or twenty thousand men can get along 
with a fewer proportional number of fol- 
lowers, as it lives more upon the coun- 
try, than a great army of one hundred 
thousand. 

- Every regiment has its own baggage 
wagons to carry its tents, cooking ap- 
paratus, officers’ mess chests, and per- 
sonal baggage. At the beginning of 
the war, each of the Massachusetts 
regiments was fitted out with from fif- 
teen to twenty-four wagons. A recent 
United States regulation has limited 
the number to six for one regiment. 
The personal baggage of the regiments, 
however, forms a small part of the 
great transportation of an army. The 
spare ammunition is no small matter ; 
every cannon having a supply of round 
shot, shell, canister, and grape: all 
these may be needed by each piece in a 
battle, as the shot used depends upon 
the distance of the foe. A full regi- 
ment of infantry may fire in one battle 


147 


sixty thousand rounds of ammunition, 
weighing nearly three tons. The pon- 
toon trains, the baggage of the staff, 
the forage for the horses of the artillery 
and of the generals, field officers, and 
their staffs, the food of the army, and 
the food and forage for this further 
army of camp followers—all have to 
be transported. The cavalry are ex- 
pected to forage for their horses from 
off the country ; all the rest have to be 
provided for. To carry the subsistence 
of a regiment of nine hundred men for 
one day, requires one of the six-mule 
teams: for a march of twenty days 
there must be twenty wagons. One 
will see from this that, next to the gen- 
eral, the quartermaster has the great 
post of responsibility. He has to see 
that all the supplies are obtained and 
forwarded to the right place. He com- 
mands all these countless wagons with 
their teamsters. It is also his duty, 
when on the march, to pick out the 
camp, unless the general may take it 
from out of his hands.” The army, as 
a general thing, will not fight well un- 
less it is well fed and well cared for. 
To assist him, the quartermaster has 
his necessary clerks, for he carries on a 
large business, with Uncle Sam as his 
principal, and he must account to him 
for every pound of coffee, bacon, flour, 
and hay, barrel of vinegar, keg of nails, 
tent or tent pin that he receives, and 
finally return them, or tell him satisfac- 
torily where they have gone, and pro- 
duce his vouchers ; or he and his bonds- 
men must pay their value. All this is 
done by system and rule: there are 
mounted wagonmasters to look out 
for every small string of wagons, and 
some sort of discipline prevails among 
these non-enlisted men, A great army 
must be a moving city, capable of sub- 
sisting itself in the uncultivated and 
desert regions through which it often 
passes. Every cavalry soldier carries 
his spare horseshoes and nails; and 
every cavalry regiment and every bat- 
tery of artillery has its own forge, tools, 
and materials for shoeing its horses and 
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making repairs: even the quarter- 
master’s train must have its black- 
smiths and their supplies. 

In travelling down the Rhone during 
the Crimean war, I was vainly trying 
to make out the meaning of the letters 
on the military button of an officer sit- 
ting before me; when one of his com- 
panions, who happened to be at my 
side, a well-educated, intelligent man, 
good-naturedly informed me that they 
indicated that the wearer belonged to 
the bureau of the post. He and several 
others on the boat had been educated 
for this branch of the service at a mili- 
tary school in Paris, and were en route 
for the sole purpose of taking charge of 
this department. We have not arrived 
at this perfection ; for ours, after all, in 
many respects, is an army of volunteers ; 
but still a messenger had to go every 
day to Washington for the letters of 
the army corps, and the telegraph and 
its wires travel with the camp. The 
officers’ servants alone, in an army of a 
hundred and fifty thousand men, num- 
ber more than the thirty-nine hundred 
soldiers the city of Boston has to raise 
for her proportion of the levy of nine- 
months men. The number of servants 
and horses of an officer depends upon 
his rank ; he draws subsistence for the 
number allowed to him. A mere cav- 
alry captain can draw for and usually 
has two horses, His horses and trap- 
pings, his mess, must be cared for by 
others; and hence the thousands of 
servants that must go with the thou- 
sands of officers. 

But let us pass from this, which is 
common to every army, and proceed on 
our journey. The easily pulverized, 
light, clayey soil around Sandy Hook 
was raised in huge clouds by the count- 
less wagons and the hoofs of the horses 
of the squads of cavalry officers, couriers, 
and wagonmasters, The little tavern 
was once, the old woman who kept it 
assured us, surrounded by a pretty 
fence, and a garden with grass and flow- 
ers: now the fence was half gone, and 
to its pickets were tied the horses of 
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officers, quartermasters, baggagemas- 
ters, and orderlies, and the flowers were 


trampled into light dust. The provi- 
sions in the house had been eaten by 
hungry travellers, who were supplied 
with very scanty fare, and were thank- 
ful to get that. The old woman, hay- 
ing dealt out to us the little she had 
left, for which she demanded most 
abundant compensation, amused us 
with her tales. Her house had been 
alternately the home of Unionists and 
rebels. It was not many days since 
divisions of rebels had gone by and 
encamped there, both before and after 
the surrender of Harper’s Ferry. The 
shells fired in that fight had passed 
over her tavern. Her description of the 
hungry, tired troopers, arriving in the 
evening, and surrounding the house, 
the men falling down asleep under their 
horses’ bellies, horses and men packed 
in together as thick as a swarm of bees, 
Was quite graphic. Her accounts of 
her conversations with the great rebel 
leaders were interesting, but I feared 
were apocryphal, as she ended by as- 
suring us that General Lee had to sleep 
supperless on her woodpile. If it were 
not for this last tale, kind reader, you 
would have been entertained with the 
conversations of the great chiefs of re- 
beldom, as related by a reliable wit- 
ness. We did hear from her, and from 
officers who saw the rebel soldiers at 
Harper’s Ferry, of the pitiable condi- 
tion of some of the infantry, of their 
naked, bleeding feet, and their gaunt 
looks. Our landlady affirmed that we 
could not find a dog in the neighbor- 
hood; for they had gone before the 
rebel hordes in the way that such flesh 
disappears before the Chinese and Pa- 
cific Islanders. It is probably true that 
at times they were hard pressed for 
food, and many badly off for shoes ; but 
we were told by officers who saw the 
dead at Antietam that, though not so 
well shod as our men, they were shod, 
and they had provisions in their haver- 
sacks. The rebels have flour dealt out 
to them as rations on the march, and 
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they have to cook it. Our troops have 
hard biscuit, called ‘ tack ;’ it is made 
in squares, and some which was fresh 
was very good; but it often comes to 
the regiments with maggots. This is 
not so much objected to; but when, in 
addition, it is mouldy, the men grum- 
ble. By the side of the fresh tack were 
some Sandy Hook veteran biscuit, that 
had been through the Peninsular cam- 
paign, and had come last from Harri- 
son’s Landing ; the outside of the boxes 
was enough to condemn them, and the 
commissary was saying that he must 
get Uncle Sam’s inspector-general to 
examine and pass upon them. When 
we saw this hard, mouldy old tack, we 
appreciated the joke of the Western 
boys, who declared they found the date 
of the baking on their biscuit in the 
letters ‘B. C.,’ ‘Before Christ.’ The 
luxury of soft bread is prized by the 
troops. Near Baltimore, where the 
38th Massachusetts were stationed for 
some weeks, nice ovens were built, after 
the fashion of the French army, and 
fresh bread, meats, and the Yankee 
Sunday beans cooked. With the army 
in the field this cannot be done, but the 
ovens could have been built during the 
weeks our soldiers were resting on the 
banks of the Potomac. Our troops at 
this time were fed on the hard tack 
and fresh beef; and some of the men 
in a camp near Sharpsburg complained 
of the want of salt provisions. This 
seemed unreasonable, until we heard 
that they had no salt, the long dis- 
tance it had to be teamed being the 
excuse given for the unpardonable 
want of it. This hard tack is doing 
one good thing: it is giving the men 
white teeth ; you can tell an old soldier 
by his polished ivory; his teeth ap- 
proach the appearance of the Italian 
and Swiss peasantry, who also chew 
hard bread. Reader, did you ever try 
to work your way through the hard 
loaf of the peasant’s fare? The army 
regulations require tooth brushes for 
the men ; it is supposed that the proper 
use keeps off ague and disease; still 
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many regiments were without one to a 
company. 

But to return to our old woman at 
the little tavern of Sandy Hook. She 
had tales, too, of our officers. That 
morning she had seen our handsomest 
and our most splendid-looking general 
—in appearance the ideal of the brig- 
and of the romance—Burnside, riding 
by, with his black, tall, army felt hat, 
without plume or gilt eagle, brim 
turned down, his dark blue blouse 
covered with dust. ‘ Why,’ said she, 
‘he looked, in his dusty blue shirt, 
with two old tin dippers strung by the 
handle at his belt, like any farmer ; but 
I suppose he had some better clothes.’ 
Her lament for the gallant fellows who 
had fallen by disease, torn by the can- 
non shot, or struck by the deadly rifle 
ball ; for the sufferings of the poor, sick, 
lame, and mutilated soldiers; and her 
solemn asseverations that there was 
something wrong in the hearts of the 
leaders on both sides, to permit this suf- 
fering and loss of so many good men, 
was truly touching. We could not 
reason it out with her; logic had to 
give place to her pathetic lamentation. 
I do not, however, intend to keep my 
readers so long a time at this little 
wayside inn as I was; and will pass on 
to Harper’s Ferry, a mile beyond. 

But before we part, we certainly 
should not fail to notice a modern ad- 
dition to the camp follower that Napo- 
leon did not have in his grand armies 
—the newsboy—the omnipresent, the 
irrepressible gamin of the press. New 
York, Philadelphia, Baltimore, Wash- 
ington, all had contributed their quota, 
and what a glorious harvest they were 
reaping! Baltimore Americans, at five 
cents each ; New York Heralds, Tribunes, 
and Times’, at ten cents ; and everything 
sold early. One little fellow was strut- 
ting around with a pair of spurs on, 
and styled himself ‘colonel;’ the 
others he introduced as his staff. The 
day’s work was over, and larking had 
begun. I found the spurs were for 
use, The colonel had bought an old 
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condemned brute, which his companions 
were trying to buy at the advanced 
price of ten dollars, The camps were 
at a distance, from two miles upward, 
and a mounted boy could bring his 
wares to market first. And so the 
whole afternoon every rider of a par- 
ticularly bad horse was pestered by an 
offer of five or ten dollars, from a 
throng of dirty, noisy, scampish raga- 
muffins, Later in the evening, the 
guard went by with some three or four 
of the boys, for once without a grin on 
their faces, under arrest. We asked the 
colonel, who had the reputation of 
being an honest fellow, what was the 
matter with his suite. He only replied 
that it was hard times for newsboys, if 
that was the way things were going; 
and walked off, clanking his long spurs 
over the stones. 

The railroad and road from Sandy 
Hook to Harper’s Ferry run under the 
Maryland Heights, the rocks having 
been blasted away for a passage. The 
railroad bridge had been rebuilt, not 
permanently, but so that trains could 
again cross. Lower down the river 
were the remains of the pontoon bridge 
destroyed by the rebels. Higher up on 
the other side of the railroad was a 
new pontoon bridge, built on boats, 
painted with Uncle Sam’s light blue 
color, Farther up, the wagons were 
fording the stream. As you crossed 
the pontoon bridge, you came directly 
to the little stone engine house, with 
its belfry, where John Brown held the 
power of the great State of Virginia at 
bay. All else of the Government build- 
ings are in ruins. The long lines of 
brick and stone walls blackened by 
fire, and the picturesque broken arches 
of the engine-house windows, were a 
fit greeting to one’s entrance upon the 
ruined grandeur of the Old Dominion. 
Through the clouds of dust and the 
noise and confusion of the village upon 
the hill rising immediately above the 
river, we rode, noting the signs of the 
recent contest, or looking down on the 
blue Potomac, flowing peacefully be- 
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low. One large brick house had a 
breach in the basement story large 
enough for us to ride in, caused by 
some bursting shell. Dead horses still 
lay in the road; the tailpiece of a 
broken cannon was yet there. As we 
emerged out of the dust at the top of 
the hill beyond, toward the afternoon 
sun, rose Bolivar Heights, and the in- 
numerable white tents of General Sum- 
ner’s large army corps. The soldiers 
were out for drill or dress parade. The 
distant sounds of the bands and bugles 
and drums, sometimes succeeding each 
other, then mingling together, fell soft- 
ened but constantly on the ear, and 
everywhere was the gleam of the de- 
clining sun on glistening sword or 
bright musket barrel. Behind us to 
the east, and beyond the Shenandoah, 
which flowed at the foot of the village, 
arose the high Loudon Mountains ; on 
the north, on the other side of the Po- 
tomac, were the Maryland Heights, with 
the road to Sharpsburgh and Williams- 
port winding along its wooded base, 
The tops of these mountains were light- 
ed up and wreathed with the smoke of 
the fires kindled to destroy the thick 
woods that might afford shelter to ap- 
proaching enemies. It was most charm- 
ing mountain scenery. We enjoyed 
the view long, but had to turn our 
‘backs at last; and as we recrossed the 
pontoon bridge we wiped off from the 
soles of our feet a large portion of the 
sacred soil of Virginia. Yes, the sacred 
soil of Virginia, the mother of presi- 
dents, the home of Washington, Patrick 
Henry, Jefferson, and Madison, and of 
how many others famous in our history. 
O Virginia, what a contrast is there 
now ! the blood of thy boasted chivalry 
struggling manfully stains the ground ; 
thy soil is ground to powder under the 
heel of the hated mudsils of the North ; 
thy fertile plains and beautiful valleys 
are trodden down by armed men; the 
fierce contest, and desolation and want 
have come to every household ; and the 
cry arises for thy sons that are not ! 

The headquarters of Gen. McClel- 
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lan were two or three miles north of 
Knoxville, a little village on the Poto- 
mac, about three miles below Harper's 
Ferry. The day that we were there, 
the General was absent on his way to 
meet Mrs. McClellan, and though the 
telegraph wires ran to headquarters, 
nothing was there known of the foray 
Stuart had begun early that morning 
from Hancock, in the rear of our forces; 
not till evening, and until his arrival 
at Chambersburg did the news arrive. 
If the telegraph wires had been laid, 
or the signal corps so stationed as to 
have given warning of the inception 
of this movement, these bold rebels 
could not have advanced so far, but 
would have been compelled to retreat 
as they came. Between the General’s 
headquarters and the river were the 
famous sixth cavalry of regulars and 
some batteries of artillery. He had no 
guard in the direction of Pennsylvania 
toward the northeast, where Stuart’s 
cavalry passed on their way to the Po- 
tomac. The camp itself was not well 
placed, and was soon changed. In 
going from it we rode through a most 
beautiful country by the side of an 
officer of the sixth cavalry, and listened 
to his enthusiastic account of scouting 
in front of our lines, in the footsteps of 
the retreating enemy, over the very 
roads we were travelling safely and 
without concern ; and yet we were not 
many miles from the foe, and within 
reach of the marvellous flight of the 
minié ball, which some lurking rifle- 
man might aim from the other side of 
the Potomac. These cavalry soldiers 
and horses have had a terribly hard 
time of it. The horses of the sixth 
were more broken down and thin- 
ner than in the artillery or baggage 
trains. Two squadrons had lately been 
part of the force sent on a reconnois- 
ance to Leesburg ; and upon the return 
of our troops it had been the duty of 
our companion, then in command, to 
bring up the rear and drive in the in- 
fantry stragglers. Some two hundred 
had fallen out of the ranks from mere 
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exhaustion. To leave any of these 
soldiers behind would be giving them 
up as prisoners, and affording the enemy 
the opportunity of obtaining informa- 
tion which it was of the utmost im- 
portance for the safety of the expedi- 
tion to keep back. The troopers had 
therefore to drive them on with their 
swords—not a pleasant duty, when the 
poor fellows were faint and used up by 
fatigue—still it must be done. This 
service creates quite a dislike between 
the two arms. The infantry man 
hates the horseman, and the cavalry 
man despises the foot soldier. At this 
time straggling was quite prevalent: 
we saw on byroads many who had left 
the ranks, almost invariably having 
thrown away their arms, and subsisting 
on plunder. The cavalry were scouring 
the roads for them, and were bringing 
them in as prisoners for punishment. 
This sixth cavalry, like all the old regi- 
ments which had been through the 
Peninsular campaign and the disas- 
trous retreat under Pope, was fright- 
fully reduced in numbers: only three 
hundred and seventy were around the 
standards out of the eleven hundred 
who first took the field. Many had 
fallen on picket or been cut off singly, 
more by disease, but alike doing their 
duty, unmentioned and unnoticed. 
A larger number were yet suffering from 
overwork and sickness; and the regi- 
ment would in time recruit to seven 
hundred, from men now disabled, if 
there should be no more casualties. 

A few days in camp, in a good-sized 
tent—none of the@two-feet-high shelter 
affairs—in pleasant summer weather, is, 
on the whole, something new and ex- 
hilarating. The ground, to be sure, is 
rather hard, particularly when you have 
no straw; and a soldier’s tabie is not 
always the most luxurious in the 
world. Now that we are safe, dry, 
and warm, at home, we can venture to 
declare that we were very unfortunate 
in losing the sensation of going with- 
out food, of sleeping in the mud and in 
the rain—our arms girded on—any 
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mo:nent to be aroused by the whistle 
of the bullet or the roll of the drum 
calling us to the deadly strife. 

To us, however, it was all couleur de 
rose, In the early morn, at break of 
day, it was not the crow of the cock, 
or the jarring rattle of the wheels of 
the city baker or milkman, but the 
reveille that waked us from our martial 
dreams, The drum of the infantry, the 
bugles of the cavalry and artillery 
would begin; some early riser would 
rouse up his regiment; then another 
would take it up; until the call had 
gone through every corps. The old 
staid rub-a-dub of the English drum- 
mer is giving place to the stirring 
French rat-a-plan. And there was one 
band that generally led off in a splen- 
did style. They did beat their drums 
lively and sharply. Not being obliged 
to be up with the sun and cook our 
own breakfast, we generally contrived 
to get a little more sleep. After break- 
fast, the bands were playing for guard- 
mounting; and we sat gazing down 
into the valley from our tent upon the 
large army corps encamped below. 
We were on the western slope of the 
Blue Ridge, through whose gaps not 
many days before, a few miles farther 
north, Franklin had successfully fought 
his way. Still farther up, Burnside, 
with Reno and Hooker under him, had 
at South Mountain driven the enemy 
in—that battle which came to us so wel- 
come, the first victory after Pope’s dis- 
asters, and the retreat from the Penin- 
sula, The valley below us was Pleas- 
ant Valley. The opposite side to our 
tent was a short eat the Blue Ridge ; 
the southern extremity of which is the 
Maryland Heights, so well known in 
the history of the surrender of Harper’s 
Ferry. The valley between is fertile 
and highly cultivated, full of moun- 
tain springs and brooks, emptying into 
one stream of sufficient size to turn the 
wheels of a large mill; the water is 
delicious; the prevailing limestone 
does not reach this valley. In the 
morning before the army moved there, . 
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the little river was clear as crystal; at 
night it was changed into an opaque 
white color, a stream of soapy water; 
a pleasing witness to the cleanliness of 
our men. There were no clothes lines, 
however, but many of the washers were 
so scantily off for clothing that they 
put their garments on to dry. The 
farmhouses in the valley are mostly of 
stone. It is a most charming and beau- 
tiful place, and appropriately called 
‘Pleasant Valley. The farmers are 
prosperous; and the land so rich that 
it sells for the high price of seventy and 
eighty dollars an acre. The mountains 
rising on the sides of the valley are 
thickly wooded ; and in the cultivated 
fields between were crowded the tents 
of the ninth army corps. With the ex- 
ception of one or two new regiments 
who had wall tents, the soldiers were 
under little shelter tents, of which each 
man carries a piece. The infantry were 
encamped in divisions and brigades ; 
the cavalry generally picketed along 
a fence; the horses and men, except 
the officers, without shelter. The en- 
campments of the artillery and cavalry 
with their horses, forges, and wagons, 
covered much ground ; but the infantry 
were thickly crowded together; and it 
was surprising to see how many men a 
small encampment would turn out. 

In the afternoon came drills, some- 
times of regiments, sometimes of bri- 
gades, and the unfailing dress parade. 
There were a few regiments of new 
levies just arrived, a thousand strong ; 
all provided with overcoats, and look- 
ing finely in their new, clean clothes— 
quite a contrast to the old soldiers, In 
one of the old regiments on brigade 
‘drill we saw an officer, probably a ser- 
geant, in a checked knit undervest, his 
neck and part of his arms bare—com- 
manding a company. A sentry on 
guard before the quarters of the general 
in command, had great holes in both 
elbows of his dirty jacket, and his 
shoes were untied. The brigades were 
generally of five regiments, a new regi- 
ment being one, and composing fully 

















two fifths of the line. It is not wholly, 
however, by the casualties of the battle 
or the greater losses from exposure, 
overwork, and disease, that the regi- 
ments are diminished. . If a good black- 
smith is found, he is detailed to the 
forge; others are detached as ambu- 
lance drivers, or as hospital attendants 
or clerks. This thins the ranks of the 
old regiments. It is surprising, how- 
ever, to see how much better the vet- 
erans will bear exposure than men com- 
ing fresh from home. The old regi- 
ments were frightfully diminished by 
disease on the Peninsula; but I saw 
very few that could not rally more men 
than the 35th Massachusetts, that had 
been out of the State only a little over 
amonth. They had but three hundred 
men of the original thousand. They 
left Washington without their knap- 
sacks; and had marched without even 
the shelter tents, officers and men alike 
bivouacking on the ground, wearing 
the same clothes without a change. 
The long marches, the exposures, the 
excitement of battle, and the unaccus- 
tomed food had disabled four hundred 
men; some of them undoubtedly never 
strong enough to have enlisted, and 
who should have been rejected by the 
examining surgeons. The old regi- 
ments, who had gradually been har- 
dened to this life, and who had learned 
to thrive on the soldier’s fare, lost com- 
paratively few in this way. 

The brigade drills and the manceuvres 
in line were. not so well executed as we 
expected. There was no practice in 
firing at a mark ; probably from a want 
of ammunition. From accounts of offi- 
cers on the field of battle, it certainly 
is the case in our army that some of 
the fresh soldiers will fire in the air, 
and even close their eyes. The Hythe 
system, as now taught in the English 
army, and among the rifle clubs, makes 
excellent marksmen; and the greater 
part of the instruction is without the 
use of powder. It is a pity it cannot 
be more extensively introduced in our 
army. 
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One does not expect to find the same 
training before the enemy as in the 
great French camps of instruction. It 
was my good fortune to visit the camp 
of a portion of the great Crimean army. 
The privates, besides their military drill, 
were exercised in running, leaping, 
fencing, and boxing; and some ser- 
geants were teaching dancing. I fol- 
lowed a regiment of the chasseurs of 
Vincennes to their field of drill. For an 
hour or two they went through different 
maneuvres by the bugle, performing 
many of the movements at the double 
quick, Then came a rest; as soon as 


that was ordered, the fine band of the . 


regiment came forward and struck up a 
lively dance, to the tune of which sever- 
al of the privates amused and refreshed 
themselves by waltzing round the field. 

Returning, however, to our pictur- 
esque camp in this charming valley. 
There was no more striking scene than 
when darkness came on and the thou- 
sand camp fires and lights in the tents 
were all in sight. The rail fences, 
bought by the thoughtful quartermas- 
ter, and paid for as an army supply, 
were used as fuel; a truly considerate 
act, for a quartermaster can buy fuel 
for the army, but he cannot pay dam- 
ages done to property. This same 
ground, now covered by our troops, 
had been camped over by Lee’s army ; 
who, had also used the fences, not even 
paying for them in the worthless Con- 
federate scrip. Soon after dark, the 
bright lights of the signal corps ap- 
peared on the mountain north of 
the Maryland Heights, and messages 
were sent to McClellan’s headquarters, 
Flags are used in the day, and at night 
lanterns. The signal officer has two 
lights; they are held one above the 
other, the lower one being stationary ; 
moving the upper light to the right 
means number one; moving the light 
to the left, number two; moving first 
to the right and then to the left, num- 
ber three ; by lowering the upper light 
in front of the under one, a fourth sig- 
nal is given; and so on. There are 
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about five numbers; and by the differ- 
ent combinations of these five numbers, 
there is made a great number of sig- 
nals, which ean be read by the officers 
who have the key. The mode is much 
the same as that used by our mercan- 
tile marine with their signal flags, 
The signals are given very rapidly, and 
a few minutes suffice for the sending of 
the messages. 

Evening is the time for talk around 
the camp fires; and the conversation 
often turns upon our rebellious breth- 
ren. Among our regular officers you 
meet the classmates and old compan- 
ions in arms of the rebels, and hear of 
little traits and peculiarities that only 
intimate acquaintances can relate. Ci- 
vilians who had known General Lee at 
Washington, have spoken of him as 
very formal, and rather pompous in his 
manner, giving the impression that he 
was a man of more show and pretence 
than abilities. We learned here, how- 
ever, that, in Texas, or California, where 
he was for a long time before he took 
his high position on Scott's staff, he was 
famous for marching his men without 
the usual encumbrances of baggage, on 
the most severe expeditions against 
the Indians, in the snow and cold of the 
winter. Stonewall Jackson has always 
been famed for his peculiarities. When 
a young man, he was possessed with the 
idea that he was in danger of having 
his limbs paralyzed, and he would 
pump on his arm for many minutes, 
counting the strokes, and annoyed be- 
yond measure by the interruptions of 
his companions breaking up his count. 
Our officers, both regular and volun- 
teer, who have been in actual battle, 
have a great respect for the rebel lead- 
ers and soldiers ; they speak very high- 
ly of their drill, and believe that strag- 
gling exists to a less extent among 
them, in battle, than with us. From 
the rebel newspapers I should doubt 
whether this is the case. One thing 
we have not considered, which has 
given the rebels a great advantage in 
this contest. It is the large number of 
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military colleges in the South ; not like 
our few private schools at the North, 
but well-endowed academies. In the 
summer of 1860, immediately before the 
election of Lincoln, I visited the mili- 
tary academy at Lexington, Virginia. 
It was supported at the expense of the 
State, with two hundred and more pu- 
pils, coming from the different counties 
in proportion to their population. 
They were practised in the actual firing 
of cannon and mortars; and every 
afternoon were drilled as infantry for 
about two hours, much of the time at 
the double quick. The principal was 
a graduate of West Point; and he was 
assisted by a respectable board of in- 
structors. A good civil and military 
education, after the mode of instruction 
at West Point, was afforded to the 
students. This institution had been in 
existence for years ; and one can readily 
appreciate the advantage that Virginia 
has in this war from the graduates 
of this school. Alabama and several 
other of the Southern States have sim- 
ilar colleges; while we at the North 
have been obliged to educate all our 
volunteer officers by actual service. 
The morning Stuart with his cavalry 
left Chambersburg, we rode forth for 
the battle field of the Antietam. We 
noticed the disappearance of some of the 
camps of the infantry brigades. We 
knew of the patrolling of the cavalry 
along the road we were pursuing, and 
found the picket guards farther out, and 
passes and countersigns necessary where 
before we went unchallenged. We were 
several hours in getting to the battle 
field, and stopped to get some refresh- 
ments at a large brick farmhouse, where 
the battle on the left began. The hos- 
pital flag was still flying over the build- 
ing, though no patients had been there 
for a day or two. Twenty-seven died 
in that one farmhouse from wounds 
received in that bloody fight. On the 
night of the battle, cows, sheep, poultry, 
and fences disappeared before our cold 
and hungry troops. But since then, 
though the house was in the neighbor- 
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hood of several camps, the old lady 
and her daughters, who alone were at 
home, had been undisturbed, except by 
the small pilferings of stragglers. 

The great battle has been so well de- 
scribed by the correspondents of the 
newspaper press, and by those who 
were over the field before we were, that 
I shall only mention a few incidents to 
which our attention was called. The 
principal contest was on the right, west 
of the Antietam river. Here Hooker 
with his army corps began the battle, 
and fought so long and spendidly. 
Both armies crowded their forces to 
this part of the field. Sumner, whose 
troops had been with their belts on 
since three in the morning, brought up 
his large corps, drawn up in three col- 
umns, forty paces apart, to reénforce 
Hooker’s hard-pressed soldiers, who 
were retreating before the fresh and 
overwhelming reénforcements of the 


enemy. In less than an hour, the whole , 


of Sumner’s corps was swept back, 
broken and entirely routed, and never 
appeared in the field again ; the column 
in the rear not being in position to fire 
a gun, but losing as many men as those 
in front. 

The manner in which General Sumner 
brought his troops into action has been 
severely criticized, even by officers of 
his own corps; whether justly or not, 
it is difficult to decide. No commander 
was more confided in by his soldiers 
than Sumner. ‘He has risen from the 
ranks, and been through all the grades 
of the service,’ ‘ He knows how to treat 
his men,’ were expressions constantly 
heard. General Hooker's reputation 
as a@ fighting general was admitted 
everywhere ; his coup d’eil of the battle 
field was represented as most excel- 
lent. 

It was also on the right that the des- 
perate fighting in the woods and the 
deadly struggle at close quarters in the 
cornfield with such fearful loss of life 
took place. An officer who was on the 
battle fields of Magenta and Solferino, 
says that the scene here was much more 
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horrible. Many spoke of the scenes 
they saw with a shudder. They could 
not throw off the impression made by 
the masses of wounded and dead; the 
wounded often lying neglected and 
helpless under the dead, sometimes 
crushed to death by the wheels of our 
own artillery. 

Our left at Antietam was far off from 
the right : in these days of guns of long 
range the line of battle is longer than 
it was formerly. At Waterloo the Eng- 
lish occupied a front of less than two 
miles. In this battle ours was about 
four miles. In the battle of Solferino 
the engagement extended for eighteen 
niles. 

The contest on the left was fought 
by General Burnside with only one 
army corps, the ninth. The battle at 
this place was a most gallant affair, but 
has excited less attention than the 
bloody fight en the right. In the 
dusty, tiresome march through Mary- 
land, in the skirmishes in and around 
Frederick, during the glorious hearty 
welcome our troops received in that 
old town, the advance, consisting of 
both Hooker’s and Reno’s army corps, 
had been commanded by Burnside. 
With them he had fought the success- 
ful and brilliant battle of South Moun- 
tain, coming to us so gratefully after 
the disastrous repulse and retreat of 
Pope. Reno had unfortunately fallen, 
and General Burnside took command 
of his corps: it was his old force from 
North Carolina, increased by General 
Cox’s Kanawha troops, and some new 
regiments, in all a little short of twenty 
thousand men. On the morning of the 
battle, Burnside took his station on the 
east side of the Antietam, in a field 
overlooking the country on the other 
side of the river. The gathering of his 
staff to their breakfast brought the 
shells of the enemy in their midst, and 
compelled a change of position to the 
rear of some haystacks. On the same 
hill was placed a formidable battery of 
rifled cannon, throwing twenty-pound 
shot, commanded by Lieutenant Ben- 
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jamin, of the regular artillery. The 
guns are so heavy that they each have 
eight horses to drag them, and the 
caissons have six. There was unfor- 
tunately a short supply of ammunition, 
and the battery was fired slowly dur- 
ing the day. The guns were well 
placed and served, and aimed with 
wonderful accuracy. Shells were plant- 
ed in two of the enemy’s ammunition 
carts, blowing them to pieces; and the 
fire of cannon was so hot that it com- 
pelled a rebel battery two miles off, 
coming down a road to get into posi- 
tion, to wheel round and gallop over 
the hill. Proud, indeed, were the Lieu- 
tenant’s men of their exploits on that 
day, and wonderful stories they told of 
their famous battery. 

The Antietam in front of Burnside 
was deep, not fordable, flowing in the 
bottom of a charming valley, and over- 
shadowed by trees. There was a solid 
stone bridge over it, with three arches, 
rising picturesquely in the centre, with 
stone parapets on the sides, the para- 
pets spreading at both ends of the 
structure. One would almost imagine 
that it was an old Italian bridge trans- 
ported to our wooden-building land. 
The side of the valley held by the 
rebel troops rises sharply, not densely 
wooded, but covered by large trees 
thickly placed, as in an old English 
park. Along the top of this ridge ran 
a solid stone wall, thicker and of heay- 
ier stones than any we saw in the 
neighborhood. Where the wall ended 
rifle pits had been dug. Behind the 
massive trunks, and in the branches of 
the old trees, behind this wall and in 
the pits, were crowded the sharpshoot- 
ers of the rebels. The ascent from the 
bridge out of the valley on the enemy’s 
side, was too steep for a straight road 
up the ridge. If ever a bridge could 
be defended, that should have been; 
the only disadvantage the rebels were 
under was that they could not sweep 
it with artillery. 

Our left had vainly attempted to 
cross the bridge ; twice had they been 
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repulsed. On the right our troops were 
hard pressed; much of the ground 
gained in the morning had beeen lost ; 
Hooker was wounded, Sumner’s corps 
routed, Mansfield killed, and his corps 
beaten back. Then McClellan ordered 
Burnside to take the bridge, and hold it 
at any cost. Burnside sent some troops 
farther down the river, where it was 
fordable. He called up one of his old 
brigades that had been with him in 
North Carolina, saying, if any brigade 
could take the bridge, that one would. 
It was composed of the 5ist New York, 
51st Pennsylvania, 2ist Massachusetts, 
and a Rhode Island regiment ; on their 
colors were inscribed, ‘ Roanoke,’ 
‘Newbern,’ two of our most glorious 
victories. With these veteran troops 
was the 35th Massachusetts, a new 
regiment that had left home only a 
month before, but who nobly did their 
part. Down went the 5ist Pennsyl- 
yania in column in the advance, at the 
run, shouting and crowding and firing 
as they hurried across the bridge, bring- 
ing down the rebels from the trees, suf- 
fering themselves, but never halting. 
They crossed and deployed on the other 
side. Next came the 35th Massachu- 
setts, over the bridge, up the valley, 
then forming in line of battle on the 
top of the small hill commanding the 
stream. The enemy were drawn up be- 
fore them, quite a distance off, on the top 
of the next hill. Every inch of ground 
between was commanded by the rebel 
fire ; but our brave fellows charged on 
up this hill, driving the foe before 
them: they did not halt there, for an- 
other still higher hill, which could 
now for the first time be seen farther 
on, rose up before them. Nothing - 
daunted, they followed up their charge, 
and drove the enemy from this hill, 
and took this most commanding posi- 
tion. There they halted, close to 
Sharpsburg, almost in the rear of the 
rebels. Some of our troops even pene- 
trated to Sharpsburg itself, and were 
taken prisoners. A short distance far- 
ther would have cut off the enemy’s di- 
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rect retreat to the Potomac. Rebel 
troops were seen hurrying on the road 
to the river. Our men were now fired 
upon by artillery, and attacked by fresh 
bodies of infantry coming up, as the 
enemy say in their account, from Har- 
per’s Ferry. Our brave fellows, how- 
ever, stood their ground, waiting for 
reénforcements, which Burnside called 
for. But McClellan, unfortunately, 
dared not throw in his reserves; his 
object had probably been gained in 
making a diversion from the hard con- 
tested field on our right. Our gallant 
fellows had to stand there unsupported 
until their ammunition gave out; they 
fired their sixty rounds of ammunition, 
collecting all they could from their dead 
and wounded comrades, and then be- 
gan to retreat. Benjamin's battery of 
artillery was also short of ammunition, 
and could not support them. Our 
brave boys only retreated to the next 
hill, not to the hill above the Antietam, 
and then lay on their arms during the 
night, and there they stayed during the 
next day, expecting the order to ad- 
vance. 

Little mounds of earth, covering 
fallen heroes, point out the course of 
our soldiers all the way from this side 
of the Antietam to the top of the far- 
thest hill. Here our men were so much 
more exposed than the rebels that our 
loss was greater than theirs. On the 
right the rebel loss was much the 
larger. 

In the battle beyond the river, the 
Hawkins Zouaves, another of the regi- 
ments distinguished in North Carolina, 
captured a rebel battery at the point 
of the bayonet. In the rebel account 
we are told how the brave General 
Toombs, with a whole brigade, retook 
the battery and defeated this single 
regiment, which they magnify into an 
immense force. 

General McClellan, with all his 
knowledge and great skill and success 
in defensive warfare, as shown in his 
Peninsular campaign, after our defeat 
at Gaines’s Mill, is wanting in the ra- 
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pidity of comprehension and audacity 
which are necessary components of the 
highest military talent. He waits for 
too many chances, and fears any risk. 
In the battle of Antietam, he had 
fifteen thousand fresh men under Fitz 
John Porter in the centre. The enemy 
had probably used their last soldier, 
for the correspondent of the Charleston 
Courier, who has given the best rebel 
account of the battle, impliedly states 
that they had no reserves left. Igno- 
rant of our unused troops, he laments 
the want of a few more rebel men, and 
says, that if only five thousand of their 
stragglers, who were on the way to 
Winchester, had been present, a most 
decisive rebel victory would have been 
obtained. If McClellan had added 
Fitz John Porter's reserve to Burnside’s 
soldiers, he would have had nearly 
thirty-five thousand men flanking the 
enemy, already beaten, and threatening 
their retreat across the Potomac. Who 
knows what those fresh men might not 
have done? Many think that the doubt- 
fu. victory would have ended in the 
most brilliant decided success, and the 
stone bridge of Antietam would have 
stood in history by the side of Arcola 
and Lodi. But let us be thankful for 
what we did achieve : never should the 
nation forget how a retreating, discour- 
aged, defeated, demoralized, and even 
mutinous army, that had suffered terri- 
bly in killed and wounded, and lost 
prisoners and large numbers of cannon 
and material, was again reformed, and 
marched triumphantly against a vic- 
torious foe; achieved on Sunday the 
brilliant victory of South Mountain, and 
on Wednesday fought the bloody fight 
of Antietam. There we captured can- 
non, small arms, and standards, and 
lost none. Many have forgotten that 
ever since spring the rebels have boast- 
ed that the war was to be carried within 
our territory ; that they had begun this 
programme ; and that General Lee in 
entering Maryland had issued a boast- 
ing proclamation, promising to redeem 
it from a hated tyranny. If he had 
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succeeded, and defeated McClellan, as 
he had beaten Pope between Manassas 
and Washington, we had no reénforce- 
ments or forts to prevent his march 
to Philadelphia, McClellan’s presence 
stirred the common soldier as Napoleon’s 
did, and it was this unbounded enthu- 
siasm which he excited, that saved the 
nation when he took command at 
Washington, I know of nothing that 
made me more indignant than the folly 
of some ladies who, among his soldiers 
on the Potomac, decried and denounced 
him as an imbecile. What treachery 
can be worse than the attempt to de- 
stroy the confidence of the soldiers in 
their leader, when their lives depend 
upon his judgment and skill, and there 
can be only dejection and despair when 
that judgment and skill are doubted. 
Upon our return from the battle field 
to Pleasant Valley, we heard that or- 
ders to McClellan to advance had come 
from Washington. The only answers 
to inquiries when the advance would 
take place, were ominous shakings of 
the head or shrugs of the shoulders, 
which were indicative of anything but 
belief in a speedy movement. We also 
heard of the appointment of General 
Burnside to the command of three 
army corps, the precursor of a greater 
command yet to come. We have in 
our new commander-in-chief a general 
who has an implicit belief that our 
cause is just, and a trust in Providence 
that he will make the just cause vic- 
torious. In General McClellan we had 
also a general who believed in Provi- 
dence, and who has always shown great 
reverence in his writings. General 
McClellan is reticent. You can, how- 
ever, tell somewhat of the opinion of 
the head of the house from his children ; 
and judging from the tone of belief 
among the General’s military family, 
from that long delay after Antietam, it 
was pretty evident that in his opinion the 
South cannot be subdued, and that the 
question between us was a matter of 
boundary. With General Burnside we 
have no such belief. His faults, if they 
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are faults, are those of the bold gener- 
al, not of the Fabian order. At New- 
bern he brought at once into the fight 
every soldier he had, not keeping one 
in reserve ; and he gained the battle by 
his audacious policy. And it is the 
wonder to this day of every one who 
has been over the battle field, that the 
enemy should have been beaten. With 
all this boldness, he is a modest man; 
twice before having refused the chief 
command: once when it was offered 
to him at the time Pope was appoint- 
ed; again when McClellan took it be- 
fore Washington. Of a commanding 
figure, every inch a soldier, one cannot 
look upon him and his kindly eye 
without instant admiration. His mod- 
est way of riding among the men, alone 
or attended by a single orderly, will 
make him beloved by our republican 
soldiers. He was so then, and ‘ Old 
Burn,’ as they familiarly called him, 
was everywhere heartily received. By 
the way, McClellan’s nickname on the 
Peninsula was ‘ George,’ and not ‘ Little 
Mac,’ as is generally supposed. 

General Burnside, we believe, is a 
good judge of men. The generals he 
selected for his North Carolina expedi- 
tion, though previously unknown, and 
but captains in the service, have al- 
ready distinguished themselves and 
justified his choice. General Foster, 
now commanding the department of 
North Carolina, has shown himself an 
able, active general. All who have 
been connected with him, speak highly 
of him. Though not a Massachusetts 
man, he has a peculiar penchant for 
Massachusetts troops: he was first at 
Annapolis, and picked out for the first 
brigade the Massachusetts soldiers. 
Recently, through the Governor, he bas 
obtained some eight or ten more regi- 
ments, and in some way or other he 
has the crack ones. 

General Reno, who was Burnside’s 
second brigadier, has made a reputa- 
tion that will live forever in his coun- 
try’s history. At the battle of Roanoke 
the little general, but a month before a 
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captain of ordnance, stood up fearlessly 
in the swamp amid his men, when they 
were lying down by his direction, and 
coolly gave his orders and encouraged 
them, entirely regardless of the balls 
flying round him on every side. In 
Pope’s retreat, and amid disaster and 
defeat, he acquired new reputation by 
his skill, energy, and daring. A Vir- 
ginian by birth, he was truly a loyal 
man; and, unlike some generals of our 
army corps, obeyed orders, and did all 
that could be done for the country and 
the general in command. His testi- 
mony that Pope’s dispositions were 
good, if he had only been obeyed, 
should weigh much in that general's 
favor. After the victory of South 
Mountain, he was reconnoitring the 
enemy, when he fell by a random shot, 
which came, so those who were in the 
action say, from some soldier of our 
force. Lyon, Kearny, Reno, gone! 
Have we three such men left ? 

General Park, an accomplished sol- 
dier, who particularly distinguished 
himself at the battle of Newbern, was 
General Burnside’s third brigadier. 
The country will feel renewed confi- 
dence from his remaining with our 
new commander as chief of staff. 

On the morning we left the camp, a 
squad from a new regiment just arrived 
had been detailed for the guard at 
headquarters; one of the sentries was 
smoking his pipe as he marched up 
and down; another, who should have 
been patrolling his beat, was seated on 
the ground, cleaning his musket with 
a piece of wash leather he pulled from 
his pocket The General was not near 
to stop these unsoldierly occupations. 
We came to the opinion that the boys 
in that regiment had never been toa 
country muster; but they were stout 
fellows and looked like fight. 

At Sandy Hook, on the day of our 
return, we had to wait until nine in 
the evening for the train to Baltimore. 
Stuart’s cavalry had been over the road 
in the morning, making their escape 
into Virginia. They dared not stay to 
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do mischief; our forces were at all the 
important points. Considering the 
immense supplies in the rear of the 
army, Stuart did very little harm; his 
eight hundred fresh horses were not 
worth the risk he ran. If he could have 
seized our supplies at Monocacy Sta- 
tion, and burnt the bridge there, he 
would have inflicted a serious loss upon 
the army. The nature of his raid 
seemed well understood, and there was 
no apprehension then of the enemy’s 
holding the railroad; for the train 
from Baltimore had passed over the 
restored rails a few hours after the re- 
treating troopers, At every important 
point we found soldiers, and near Fred- 
erick we were glad to hear that seven 
of the sick troopers, used up by their 
hard service, had fallen behind and 
been taken. We learned that General 
Pleasanton with some of our cavalry 
was in pursuit, and there were several 
stories about an engagement : the firing 
of cannon had been heard. General 
Pleasanton at that time was held in 
very little esteem, and seemed to have 
particularly disgusted those who had 
served under him, and was often cited 
as an example of McClellan’s lack of 
judgment in men. He appears since 
to have acquired a newspaper reputa- 
tion for ability and energy. I only 
hope that it is deserved, and that the 
opinions we heard so often were not 
well founded. 

We arrived at the Baltimore depot 
at four in the morning amid a rain, 
and found it occupied by some one or 
two thousand soldiers, standing and 
sitting about in their blue overcoats 
with their arms stacked. Not a car- 
riage could be obtained, and so, shoul- 
dering our bag in military fashion, 
we marched for the Eutaw House. At 
the door was stationed a guard, mark- 
ing it as the headquarters of Major- 
General Wool. We passed by un- 
challenged; in our bag, however, we 
had rebel ammunition: a loaded shell 
fired at our men as they were crossing 
the stone bridge at Antietam. For- 
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tunately the fuse had gone out, and it 
remained a trophy for one of the de- 
spicable Down-East Yankees. We 
heard the old General was still the cen- 
tre of attraction to the pretty secesh 
ladies who had friends or relatives in 
durance vile in Fort McHenry. The 
veteran hero, though rich, wears a uni- 
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form that shows the marks of service. 
That, however, does not prevent the 
constant presents of delicious fruit and 
beautiful flowers, and invitations to 
drive to the fort, from those bewitch- 
ing belles of Baltimore: whereat 
some strong Union people grumble 
loudly. 


AMERICAN DESTINY. 


Il. 


Tue law under consideration is ex- 
emplified in the social, industrial, and 
political development of the United 
States. There is a manifest difference, 
however, between the history of our 
civilization and that of Europe, though 
not in the least affecting the integrity 
of the law. The people of our nation 
were not derived directly from a rude 
and primitive condition, as were those 
of the Old World. The history of our 
civilization is, in its origin, coérdinate 
with European civilization in the sev- 
enteenth century, after modern intellect 
had been fairly aroused, and the na- 
tional organizations had been quite 
fully developed. The chaos and bar- 
barism which the history of European 
civilization presents, and the play of 
antagonizing forces through the long 
period of centuries, resulting in some 
degree of political order and unity, 
does not belong, except as an introduc- 
tion, to the history of American civil- 
ization. Ours is a branch from the 
European, after it had been growing 
for several hundred years. 

During the period which intervened 
between the Declaration of American 
Independence and the adoption of the 
Constitution of the United States, there 
was no formal and permanent bond of 
union between the several States; it 
was provisional,—they were held to- 
gether by outside pressure and a com- 
mon interest in the cause of independ- 


ence, The settlement of a general gov- 
ernment for all the States was a crisis, 
not only in the affairs of this country, 
but of the whole civilized world, as 
we believe the future will most fully 
reveal. To the responsible statesmen 
of that day, this was a period of in- 
tense solicitude, such as we can realize 
only by an effort of mind to place our- 
selves in their situation, and bring be- 
fore us the magnitude of the objects to 
be attained, and the difficulties to be 
overcome. There was then, as now, a 
diversity of interests to be harmonized ; 
but there was one interest, which, in its 
political relations, requires to be char- 
acterized by a stronger term than that 
of ‘diversity.’ Between chattel sla- 
very and free labor there is ‘ irre- 
pressible’ antagonism, and there could 
be no real union—no blending of the 
twain; but the gulf was bridged, un- 
deéer the pressure of necessity, as the 
wisdom of the times could best devise. 
It was, indeed, well done. Union was 
the great object to be accomplished— 
it was the highest, the most comprehen- 
sive principle that could enter into the 
motives of political action—it was even 
a necessity of the current civilization, 
and must needs subordinate all minor 
principles and interests; and we owe 
a debt of gratitude to those who so 
nobly wrought this glorious Union out 
of colonial chaos and isolation. 

The instrument of this Union has 
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been characterized by well-meaning, 
but one-idea minds, as a ‘covenant 
with death, and an agreement with 
hell” simply because it effected the 
union of free with slave States. This 
method of characterizing the Constitu- 
tion of our country—as noble a docu- 
ment for its time and place as the 
world has ever seen—can well be ex- 
cused, since it has no doubt been done 
in utter obliviousness of the importance 
of the principle of political unitization. 
The original consummation of this 
Union was a great step in political 
progress ; it was an achievement of the 
master principle of political movement; 
and God wills that no part of the ad- 
vantage then gained in the struggle of 
Destiny shall ever be given up! 

But while unity is thus exemplified 
in the history of our Government, the 
phenomenon of differentiation is also 
manifest. The functions of govern- 
ment have greatly multiplied since its 
first organization ; the ‘ division of la- 
bor’ process has been going on, and 
new departments and bureaus have 
been established. While I write, the 
expediency of another department, that 
of agriculture, is being agitated in Con- 
gress. The Department of the Interior 
has been quite recently created, and 
new bureaus in this department, and in 
others, are being created from time to 
time, by act of Congress, to meet new 
wants in the administration of our 
Government. And what is true in this 
respect of the General Government is, 
also, true of the State: Governments ; 
for there, too, do we find the develop- 
ment of new functions, and the crea- 
tion of new official organs to execute 
the same. 

This growth of the country at large, 
from which these new demands on the 
Government arise, is to be seen very 
distinctly in the industrial and educa- 
tional elements of society. While these 
interests increase in magnitude and va- 
riety, and the people are becoming 
more concerned therein, the Govern- 
ment assumes a responsibility in regard 
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thereto, which can only be discharged 
by the multiplication of the adminis- 
trative appliances. These new govern- 
mental activities arise from the popu- 
lar will, as moulded and expressed 
through the more intelligent and enter- 
prising of its actors. They choose to 
have it so. It is found convenient, in 
the promotion of certain general inter- 
ests, to appeal to a power which is pre- 
sumed to embody the elements of order 
and authority in the execution of its 
will. In the construction of railroads 
and telegraphs, capitalists must codper- 
ate with the Government in relation to 
questions of right, which, in many 
cases, can only be settled by a regularly 
constituted tribunal. State agricultural 
societies appeal to State Governments 
for codperation, and when received, the 
industrial interests of the country are 
advanced thereby. We all know what 
State Governments have done for the 
cause of education. Sections of coun- 
try which would at this hour have been 
in a state of almost semi-barbarism 
have—thanks to our educational policy 
—been redeemed from their prejudices 
against intelligence and education, and 
been made to step into line with the 
advancing columns of civilization. 
The same civilizing influences, precise- 
ly, have been brought to bear, by the 
active part which Government has taken 
in the improvement of all the means of 
travel, trade, and the transmission of 
intelligence. The intelligent and ac- 
tive few have thus advanced the inter- 
ests of the many. In districts of coun- 
try which have been without the chan- 
nels of commerce except in a very rude 
condition, and where the enterprise of 
the people was inadequate to their im- 
provement, the Government has reached 
out its strong arm and redeemed them 
from their primitive rudeness, thereby 
promoting the physical condition, the 
enlightenment, and the culture of the 
people. There are plenty of instances 
on record, in which improvements of 
this kind—of roads, for example—have 
been made against the will and in spite 
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of the opposition of the people most to 
be benefited thereby ; and had they not 
been related under the same govern- 
ment to communities more intelligent 
and enterprising than themselves, they 
would have remained in an isolated 
and semi-barbarous condition. 

Now, while we readily discern the 
increase in the objects and in the ma- 
chinery of government, we cannot so 
readily discern the abatement of gov- 
ernmental interference with the private 
affairs of the individual, as in govern- 
ments of longer standing. There has 
not been time for great changes in this 
respect ; and then, in the earliest legis- 
lation of our country there was com- 
paratively so little that was obnoxious 
to individual freedom, that there has 
been less occasion for the change in 
question. The Blue Laws of Connecti- 
cut are proverbial for their intermed- 
dling with private life. There has been 
no change in this respect so marked 
since the organization of our Govern- 
ment as there was before ; but so far as 
there has been any, it is in favor of the 
exemption of the individual, in ordi- 
nary times, from legal interference. 
The entire atmosphere of American so- 
ciety is becoming more liberal as gen- 
eral education advances; and this, in 
turn, acts upon the legislative and ex- 
ecutive functions of the Government, 
to make the laws and the execution of 
the same more acceptable to a cultured 
people. The ‘ Maine Law,’ earnest and 
benevolent as it was in purpose, and to 
all seeming so obviously founded in the 
right of society to protect itself, could 
not be sustained against this tendency 
in government to let the individual 
alone in the affairs of his private life. 

We have observed that there is a con- 
centration of different industrial and 
commercial functions in different sec- 
tions of the country, whereby these 
sections become dependent upon each 
other, and the unity of the whole, to a 
certain extent, made inevitable. Now, 
we insist that political economy and 
the greatest well-being of all require 
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that the political jurisdiction should, 
as far as possible, be commensurate 
with that commercial, industrial, and 
social dependence which works itself 
out to a large degree of fulfilment in 
spite of the obstructions interposed by 
the contractedness and isolation of po- 
litical organization. 

As we have seen, this Yependence of 
one industrial section upon another, 
and of one commercial centre upon 
another, as the result of commercial and 
industrial specialization, is becoming 
more and more marked as a develop- 
ment of human progress. All this in- 
creases the need for more extensive po- 
litical organization, while at the same 
time it makes it. possible. 

It will readily be perceived that since 
industrial and commercial development 
is necessitating dependence and unity, 
it is equally true that the natural varie- 
ties of soil and climate are, also, condi- 
tions of like dependence and unity. 
When these diversities of soil in differ- 
ent sections are fully developed, and 
the exchange of products readily made 
through improved commeréial facili- 
ties, and human wants multiplied by 
means of civilized culture, agricultural 
specialization creates the demand, not 
for political division and isolation, but 
for more extensive organization. That 
New England manfactures is no reason 
that she should separate her govern- 
ment from that of the other States, 
but just the reverse. That the Middle 
States are more distinctively a mining 
region, and the great West agricultural, 
is no reason that their general govern- 
ment should be distinct, but precisely 
the reverse. That.the South produces 
cotton, rice, and sugar, is no reason for 
her seceding from the Union, but ex- 
actly the reverse. These diversified 
interests, we repeat, create interrelation 
and dependence, unitizing the com- 
mercial and industrial polity ; and the 
political organization should, as far as 
possible, be coextensive therewith. 
There are physical necessities which 
prevent the formation and maintenance 
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of a comprehensive political organiza- 
tion in the earlier stages of civilization, 
but these never have obtained in the 
United States, and every hcur’s im- 
provement carries us farther beyond 
them. 

All the results of a progressive civil- 
ization are constantly complicating the 
dependence and interrelation of vari- 
ous sections of our country. Roads, 
railroads, canals, and lines of tele- 
graph, by their connections and inter- 
sections, are so many bonds of union 
between the various districts of our 
country—so many bonds of union be- 
tween the various States of the con- 
federacy—and forbid its dissolution. 
Even Nature conspires with civiliza- 
tion to the same end. The great val- 
leys and rivers running north and 
south are so many natural ties, which 
the most incorrigible perverseness, on 
the part of man, could alone prevent 
from performing the office to which 
they seem so happily adapted in the 
play of the civilized elements. 

As we have seen in our brief view of 
Europe, greater political unitization 
has been the result of growth in civil- 
ization. In the United States, all nat- 
ural, commercial, and industrial bonds 
of union are becoming more fully de- 
veloped. This evinces the direction 
of progress. 

What, in the light of this view, are 
we to think of the doctrine of ‘ seces- 
sion’ ?—of secession, that political dog- 
ma of recent development, which, if 
made practical, would destroy all po- 
litical unity of greater compass than a 
State—a State, the idol of Southern 
political worship. It would break any 
confederacy into fragments, and pre- 
vent the consummation of those great 
unities which an advancing civiliza- 
tion demands. This doctrine of ‘se- 
cession’ would remand us back to the 
condition of affairs in Europe during 
the twelfth century, before commerce, 
the Crusades, and the waking up of 
intelligence had commenced the move- 
ment of national organization. The 
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Southern States have a barbarian insti- 
tution in their midst, but, not satisfied 
with that, they would inaugurate the 
practical operation of a new political 
doctrine, which must introduce still 
another element of barbarism, and in 
terpose an additional obstacle to the 
progress of civilization. Shall this be ¢ 
It is opposed to the political tendency 
of the times ; and the common sense of 
mankind should forbid the acceptance 
of a political solecism in the organiza- 
tion of government, which virtually 
annuls the unity and integrity of the 
government itself. 

There are crises, however, in human 
development, when the movement is 
rapidly set forward ; and others, when it 
may be as suddenly arrested or thrown 
back, requiring long periods to regain 
the lost ground, preparatory to a new 
advance. Our Union, only a brief 
while since, appeared to be upon the 
point of irreparable rupture ; the divi- 
sion of this great Union into minor geo- 
graphical districts, like the European 
monarchies, seemed to be imminent. 
The determination of the South to se- 
cede ; a large portion of the influential 
press at the North pleading their cause ; 
Buchanan favoring secession ; many in 
the North, then, and for a long time 
previous, in favor of a ‘ peaceable sep- 
aration ;’ but—thanks to the blind 
impetuosity of ‘Southern chivalry "— 
with the fall of Sumter, and the inav- 
guration of the war, the only hope for 
this Union revived! Wicked or fool- 
ish people have said that the bombard- 
ment of Sumter was the death-knell of 
the Union ;—we believe it was just the 
reverse ;—as the turning point of a 
great crisis, it signalled the birth of a 
new era. It threw the trimming and 
temporizing politicians of the North 
off their old tracks, and tore their plat- 
forms from under them; their antipa- 
thies were suddenly neutralized ; their 
prejudices vanished ; they were unex- 
pectedly floating anew on the sea of 
public sentiment; the opinions of in- 
fluential men were subject to a new 
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ordeal; and the views of many an en- 
tire clique, faction, and party were 
revolutionized in a day. Northern 
pride was wounded; Anglo-Saxon 
energy was aroused; there was a de- 
mand for determination and ‘pluck,’ 
and the result is known to all. Seces- 
sion, in the Free States, was suddenly 
transformed; there was a grand up- 
rising for the vindication of a great 
principle of political development ; and 
nearly a million of-armed men of all 
parties are now in the field; and God 
grant that they may be able to over- 
come the abettors of a barbarian 
policy ! 

But if the cause of patriotism and 
civilization should fail in this struggle, 
what will be the consequences? Stand- 
ing armies, stronger governments, 
leagues, and ruptures, internecine wars, 
European interference. Let this divi- 
sion of our once happy country be con- 
summated now, and there can be no 
reunion for ages. The Southern nation 
recognized by European Governments, 
treaties and alliances formed, and we 
are involved in European complications 
through which the separation will be 
perpetuated. And this disunion made 
permanent, others will develop them- 
selves, and in time be consummated. 
It is the interest of the reigning dynas- 
ties in Europe to see our nation dis- 
membered: the South would be our 
rival; and we should not have power 
to enforce union hereafter. When a 
politico-geographical weakness is devel- 
oped along the Rocky Mountains, the 
Pacific States will not be without am- 
bitious demagogues to attempt the 
establishment of an independent organ- 
ization on the Pacific. Another frac- 
ture may be developed along the Alle- 
ghanies, and the great agricultural 
West may set up for itself among the 
nations. New England may be seized 
with a like madness, and unworthily 
aspire to a separate national existence. 
With all these petty nations on this 
continent, there must be standing 
armies, leagues, and complications, as 
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in Europe. Diplomacy, with its in- 
trigues, and wars to maintain the ‘ bal- 
ance of power,’ will make up the great 
body of national history and absorb 
those energies which should be em- 
ployed in advancing the means of hu- 
man well-being. 

But we will not speculate upon prob- 
abilities so remote. We will presume 
the success of rebellion, and one nation 
south, another north. The evil would 
still be very great. There must be 
armed thousands maintained by the 
two Governments to be ready for war 
at any moment. Two such nations, 
even if both were free, and still less 
with slavery in one of them, could not 
exist by the side of each other without 
frequent broils and collisions. Stand- 
ing armies exhaust the resources of na- 
tions and retard the progress of civil- 
ization by a double result. They with- 
draw able-bodied men from the pro- 
ductive energies of the country, and 
are at the same time a tax upon the in- 
dustrial forces which remain. The 
enormous daily expense of the present 
war must give us some idea of the cost 
of maintaining a standing army of two 
or three hundred thousand men even in 
times of peace. This has done a great 
deal to retard the progress of Europe ; 
and tliat we, as a nation, have hereto- 
fore been free from this encumbrance, 
is doubtless one of the reasons why we 
have made such rapid strides in so 
much that makes a nation great and 
happy. But standing armies imply 
war, and the international wars of Eu- 
rope have done much to exhaust her 
resources and paralyze her prosperity. 
Guizot says—and we may see’ it in his- 
tory for ourselves—that ‘for nearly 
three centuries, foreign relations form 
the most important part of history.’ 
Foreign relations, wars, treaties, alli- 
ances, alone occupy the attention and 
fill the page of history. Sad result of 
the political divisions of a continent! 
Unhappy fruits of maintaining the 
balance of power among neighboring 
nations ! Let this continent be warned ! 
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And now is the crisis when this warn- 
ing needs most to be heeded. And 
even if this critical juncture should be 
safely passed, we have need to guard 
against others, and these truths should 
be universally recognized as elements 
of our national preservation. We may 
profit by the shipwreck of others, to 
avoid the rock on which they split. 
There are causes clearly discernible in 
the history of Europe, for the divisions 
of that continent, which do not now, and 
never have obtained here. Her politi- 
cal institutions were developed out of 
the chaos of barbarism, and she had to 
unite smaller jurisdictions into larger 
ones; and she did this as well as the 
status of civilization would permit at 
the period when national organization 
was effected. 

The facilities of intercourse between 
a people, for the transmission of intel- 
ligence, for travel and transportation— 
those accompaniments of civilization 
which bring remote sections of country 
near each other and bind them togeth- 
er; the resemblance or the difference 
of languages spoken ; the antipathies, 
prejudices, sympathies of the peoples— 
all these are elements which go to de- 
termine the geographical extent of a 
nation. Original difference of language, 
local prejudices, the want of civiliza- 
tion, contributed to limit the European 
nationalities to the small extent of ter- 
ritory which, for the most part, they 
occupy. These causes have not ope- 
rated against us. Local distinctions on 
account of language do not even obtain 
here. There are no real causes to con- 
tract the geographical boundaries of 
our Government; while, on the other 
hand, the constant increase of facilities 
for the commercial and social inter- 
course of one section with another, and 
the specializations of the agricultural, 
manufacturing, and commercial inter- 
ests, in the creation of dependence be- 
tween different sections of the country, 
demand, in the name of science, com- 
mon sense, justice, and the good of the 


165 


people, that this Government shall re- 
main one and undivided. 

We cannot, therefore, afford to allow 
the present or any other rupture to be- 
come permanent, and entail upon our- 
selves and our children all the disad- 
vantages and calamities incident there 
to. It would not be wise to prepare 
the political stage of this country for 
the reénaction of the tragedies of Eu- 
rope. Better any sacrifice than this. 
Even if we should lose great battles, or 
if European interference should threat- 
en, it would be better to rally the peo- 
ple anew even to the raising and equip- 
ment of millions of men, and sustain 
the war at this enormous cost, rather 
than entail division and its necessary 
calamities on the future political life of 
this continent. This war is costing 
immensely in men and property; but 
if, thereby, the integrity of the Union 
can be maintained, it will be an econo- 
my both in men and means, if only a 
brief period of the future be taken into 
the account. We are often reduced to 
a choice of evils. War is a great evil, 
but it may prevent others still greater. 
The indiscriminate arming of slaves 
and the spread of incendiary fires would 
be great calamities, but nevertheless 
justifiable, if the only means of self- 
defence, or of preventing still greater 
and more enduring calamities. But 
there need be no violation of the ethics 
of war, no infringement of the rights 
of humanity. The North is strong in 
its natural resources, strong in the jus- 
tice of its cause: it has risen to vindi- 
cate the cardinal law of civilization, 
and by this shall it conquer. There 
appeared to Constantine a vision of the 
cross, with the motto, ‘ By this con- 
quer.’ Science has descended in these 
last days to dwell among mankind. 
In her hand isa scroll which she un- 
folds before the nations, and they read, 
‘ Unity, the consummation of social and 
political destiny.’ Thereupon, turning 
to our nation in the hour of trial, she 
says: ‘The time is approaching when 
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the principle of unitization must sweep 
a wider circle, and you are chosen to 
inaugurate this new era in the destiny 
of nations. Thus far you have done 
well; be true to the work so happily 
begun ; carry it unflinchingly through 
this ordeal, and you will be the greatest 
Power for good upon the earth. There 
must be an extension of political organ- 
ization—a widening of the sphere of 
political unity; and through your ex- 
ample and influence will the nations 
be gathered into a larger fold.’ And 
pointing to the scroll, she adds: ‘ Let 
‘Union’ be eternally your motto; by 
this conquer !’ 

If we should apply no other than a 
superficial interpretation to history, 
overlooking the great laws by which 
development proceeds, and thence con- 
clude that the world is to follow dog- 
gedly in the footsteps of the past, we 
should anticipate a future far less beau- 
tiful in grand results than Destiny has 
in store for the generations to come. 

Are we to have the Empire of Rome 
or of Charlemagne over again? In the 
Roman Empire there were no common 
interests ; no representation; no com- 
munication among the people ; no in- 
tersection of the country by the net- 
works of roads—only great military 
roads leading from province to prov- 
vince; no specialization of industrial 
and commercial interests ; no civilized 
dependence of one part on another; no 
natural ties as yet developed to their 
real significance between the several 
countries of the Roman Empire : it was 
held together by the strong and despot- 
ic arm of Rome. The Empire of Charle- 
magne embraced the territory of Mid- 
dle and Western Europe, inhabited by 
barbarous peoples, isolated, warlike, 
and speaking different languages ; there 
were none of the civilized bonds of 
union ; only the genius of Charlemagne 
held them together; and upon his 
death the huge fabric he had reared 
naturally fell to pieces. The Spanish 
Empire is but another instance show- 
ing that geographical and other ele- 





American Destiny. 


ments of disconnection must not over- 
balance those which relate remote sec- 
tions to each other, and bind them to- 
gether in a common interest, else disso- 
lution will be the result. In respect to 
the United States, all these conditions 
are reversed. Every interest in the 
natural course of development points 
to union—demands union, and, in the 
triumph of justice, shall have union. 

Is there anything in the way of this 
union? Is there a morbid growth—a 
cause of irritation and disease tending 
to dissolution? Then, it must be re- 
moved. Is ambitious and reckless 
demagoguism to be apprehended ? 
Then educate the people and diffuse 
science. But is there not still a worse 
devil to be cast out? Where slavery 
is, you cannot educate the people, you 
cannot diffuse science; and without 
enlightenment there can be no political 
justice, since unprincipled demagogues 
will sway all political destiny. Slavery 
cannot always exist side by side with 
freedom ; it is the natural enemy of 
union, the enemy of civilization. 
Prominent secession leaders have ad- 
mitted that slavery is the cause of this 
war, boasting at the same time that 
the confederate constitution is founded 
on a scientific distinction of races. 
Without slavery there could be no sufli- 
cient motive for the independent na- 
tional existence of the South. Had 
there been no slavery, there had been 
no civil war. This is, at the present 
time, the political significance of the 
institution. There is no safety but in 
its extinction—so far at least as the 
border Slave States are concerned, in 
order to overthrow its power in the 
United States Senate, to enlarge the 
sympathies of freedom, and weaken 
and circumscribe the chances for revo- 
lutionary movements which slavery will 
be ready at any critical moment to pre- 
cipitate against the Union. 

If we have not misinterpreted the 
law of development, slavery, as it ex- 
ists in this country, is a morbid politi- 
cal condition, a social disease, which 
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stands in the way of the natural course 
of social evolution. In this law, there- 
fore, is written the doom of slavery. 
The enlightened world will not always 
permit it to blast the fair field of civil- 
ization by its poisonous presence. 

There is a law of human movement 
by which predominating conditions ex- 
tend and perpetuate themselves, over- 
coming those which are weaker and on 
the wane. We observed this in our 
brief survey of the feudalsystem. Free- 
dom is now in the ascendant, and sla- 
very must go down. And since seces- 
sion is the child of slavery, and both 
at war with the cardinal principles of 
progressive civilization, it is meet that 
both should fall together. 

This war may not directly extinguish 
slavery, and it may; we do not see the 
end. But if not directly, we believe 
the war is, nevertheless, indirectly set- 
ting those forces into action which will 
eventually extinguish the institution. 
If the ‘confederacy’ should be de- 
stroyed, as, if not saved by foreign in- 
tervention, it certainly will be, slavery, 
if not already dead, will be pent up, 
and, in that case, will soon die by its 
own hands. 

Immediate interests control us more 
than those which are remote ; interests 
which affect ourselves, more than those 
which affect our descendants. Citizens 
of the Southern States, to save a petty 
individual interest, are nursing in the 
besom of society a malignant canker, 
which, if let alone, must one day, in 
the inevitable course of destiny, eat 
into its vitals. Heroic treatment will 
alone meet the demands of the case. It 
must be a surgical operation that will 
penetrate to the very roots of the in- 
vading tumor. 

The salvation of the South itself, as 
well as of the Union, hangs upon the 
extinction of slavery. Indeed, the 
South has far more interest than the 
North in the restoration of political 
health as the condition of political 
union; and she would see it so, if sla- 
very had not made her blind. The 
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elimination of slavery would, in the 
end, be clear gain to her, while she 
would reap equally with the North the 
advantages of union, and escape the dis- 
advantages and -calamities which, as 
we have seen, must inevitably follow in 
the wake of confirmed disunion. 

The writer of this article bases his 
opposition to slavery solely upon polit- 
ico-scientific grounds; he urges the 
recognition of a great law of human 
development, that its bearings on hu- 
man destiny may be fairly seen, and 
human endeavor more wisely directed 
to the achievement of the end ‘so de- 
voutly to be wished.’ The discussion 
of American Destiny in all its ramifica- 
tions would involve the discussion of 
the ultimate fate of the negro race on 
this continent; but that is not within 
the range of our present purpose. We 
have aimed only to indicate the law of 
development from the simple to the 
complex, over which a necessary unity 
at length prevails; to show that this 
law obtains in the political as in all 
other realms; to insist that political 
unity should enlarge its area as facili- 
ties for intercommunication permit, 
and the interrelation of industrial, com- 
mercial, and social interests demand ; 
that the jurisdiction of the political 
unity should correspond to the exten- 
sion of general interests, so far as may 
be possible in the face of physical ne- 
cessities not yet overcome in the prog- 
ress of civilization. We would apply 
the doctrine more especially to the 
present crisis in American affairs, to 
enable us to realize that all our sacri- 
fices to maintain the Union are fully 
warranted by the great principle of hu- 
man development which is involved in 
the contest. 

If we have rightly interpreted his- 
tory and the law, these sacrifices are 
justified by a double consideration. 
The first, which is negative—to avoid 
the entanglements, broils, and conflicts 
of neighboring nations, and the conse- 
quent exhaustion of the resources of 
civilization, through which its progress 
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would necessarily be retarded ; the sec- 
ond, which is positive—to maintain a 
vast political organization on this con- 
tinent in accordance with the demands 
of a higher civilization, as the only 
sure guarantee for the integrity of the 
‘Monroe doctrine,’ and the accomplish- 
ment of a great political mission, by 
reacting upon Europe, and leading her 
isolated and fragmentary nationalitics 
into a higher unity, involving order, 
authority, and the economy of power. 
It is the sefish interest of the crowned 
heads of the little nations of Europe to 
maintain things as they are, with a 
principality and a palace for each pup- 
pet of royalty. Hence their costly ma- 
chinery for maintaining the ‘ balance 
of power.’ There may have been a use 
for this in the ignorance of the masses, 
when the extension of sovereignty was 
often but the increase of despotism ; 
but there is no such need in the ad- 
vanced culture of the people and the 
progress of civilization. Formerly 
there was no public sentiment; but, 
with the rise of civilized methods, it 
became developed, and it has gradually 
enlarged its sphere, till, as a writer on 
dynamical physiology remarks, ‘ we 
now hear of the public opinion of Eu- 
rope.’ (Draper.) And we believe that, 
before this public sentiment, thrones 
are doomed to topple, and sceptres and 
diadems to fall, to make way for the 
more liberal and comprehensive politi- 
cal organizations of an advancing and 
triumphant civilization. And herein 
appears a glimpse of the political mis- 
sion of the American Union, destined 
itself to become still more compre- 
hensive in the inevitable fluctuation 
and change of the political elements. 
It is a hackneyed theme that all the 
natural features of our country, its 


mountains, rivers, valleys, lakes, are on 
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a grand scale; it is, therefore, meet 
that we should lead the civilized world 
in the movement of political unity. 

When Russia shall have more com- 
pletely filled up the measure of her 
civilization, and general intelligence 
shall have secured the liberty of the 
subject, and laid forever the ghost of 
political absolutism, it may become 
the mission of the younger nation to 
infuse new life into the political system 
of Europe. With such a nation on the 
East, and a great continental policy 
well advanced in the Western World, 
Middle and Western Europe could 
hardly maintain its present divided, 
discordant, and consequently feeble 
condition: there must be union then, 
if not before. With Europe thus 
united, having outgrown the diplomatic 
intrigues and exhausting wars of jeal- 
ous and ambitious rulers, the dream of 
‘universal peace’ may realize the inau- 
guration of its fulfilment, and civiliza- 
tion come to have a meaning which, as 
yet, is folded up in the bosom of proph- 
ecy—the clearer prophecy, we believe, 
of science and history. We are confi- 
dent that the prestige of the past and 
the earnest of the future are for us and 
our cause; that our nation will not be 
torn to pieces and sunk to the dead 
level of political imbecility, but will 
victoriously avouch the integrity of 
American unity, and gradually gain 
the advance in the grand march of civ- 
ilization, and lead the nations for 
hundreds of years to come ! 

We may well be proud that we are 
Americans, and that our lot is cast in 
these times. Let us never abase our 
position by the least approach to ig- 
noble compromise ; let us shrink from 
no responsibility ; but acquit ourselves 
as becomes an intelligent people con- 
scious of a noble destiny ! 
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THE BIRTH OF THE LILY. 


Tue Rose had bloomed in Eden. Odors new 
Entranced the groves ; and iridescent birds, 

At this new birth of beauty, sudden rose 

In richest chorus, bearing up the balm 

Upon their beating wings. The bee had learned 
The place of golden sweets, the butterfly 

Loved well to dream within those crimson folds, 
And Eve had made a garland delicate, 

Of feathery sprays and leaves and drooping bells, 
And placed the Rose, the queen of bloom, above 
The centre of her brow. Thus she bound up 
The golden ripples that fell down and broke 
O’er her white breast, hiding the bosom buds, 
That never yet had yielded up their sweets 

To the warm pressure of an infant’s lip. 

And Eve had bent above the glassy lake, 
Smiling upon her picture, pressing close 

The soft cheek of the Rose upon her own, 

And praising God for beauty and for life. 


But now a morn had come more strangely dear 
Than Eden yet had known. The sleeping wind 
Woke not to stir the fringes of the lake, 
Nor shook the odors from the scented plant. 
A silver, misty wreath closed fondly down 
Above the waveless tide. The insect world 
Lay waiting in the leaves, as though a spell 
Had hushed Creation ; yet expectant thrills 
Ran through the silence, for the loaded air 
Grew lighter, purer, and the. recent Rose 
Drooped her proud head in meekness, and the face 
Of heaven flushed with burning brilliancy, 
Above some coming wonder. 

One by one 
The beasts and birds of Paradise came down, 
With noiseless movement, to the water’s edge, 
And waited on the margin. Creatures huge, 
With honest, liquid eyes, and those that stepped 
With cushioned feet and feathered footfall, stole 
About the brink, with all the tribe that gave 
The forest life. The serpent reared its crest, 
Not yet polluted with the valley’s dust, 
And stood like one with royal gems encrowned ; 
While beast, and bird, and serpent turned to gaze 
Upon each other with inquiring eyes, 
And half-bewildered glance. 
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Then last of all 
Came Eve with Adam to the circling rim, 
Her fingers grasping roses, and her lip 
All beautiful with Love’s own witchery. 
She stood and noted with admiring look 
The strength of Adam’s form, the expansive chest, 
The sloping muscle, and the sinew knit, 
The firm athletic limb, and every grace 
Combined and joined in that first, perfect man. 
Then Eve, grown humble in her wondrous love 
Of Adam’s beauty, knelt upon the turf, 
While her long hair fell down in shining waves, 
And pressed her lip upon his dew-washed feet : 
Then with her agitated fingers broke 
The foxglove pitcher from the stem, and stooped 
To fill it up for him; but quickly drew 
Her pearl-white hand away from the still lake, 
And held it o’er her heart, with such a look 
Of awe and mystery, as if a spell 
Was on the water, that she dared not break. 


So all was hushed and waiting; when, behold! 
A flash of gold shot from the silver East, 

A gush of new perfume spread through the grove, 
The Rose drooped lower, and the impatient birds, 
Loosed from restraint, sang in a strain refined 

Of dulcet clearness, such as those young bowers 
Had never heard before. The beast crouched down 
Upon the velvet turf, the serpent’s crown 

Flashed richer splendor, and the angel-guard 
Whose fearful sword gleamed by the Tree of Life, 
His very plumes were tremulous with joy. 


Then Eve looked o’er the swelling wave, and, lo! 
The lake was overspread with blooming stars, 

Or snowy golden-centred cups, that rocked 

And spilled the choicest incense. Adam cried, 
‘The Lily;’ but the sweet voice at his side, 
Grown tremulous and faint with overjoy, 

Could only whisper, ‘ Purity. Then quick, 

With restless hands, she culled the floral star— 
Queen of the wave—emblem of innocence, 

And hung it in the lion’s matted mane, 

And twined it round the serpent’s glittering neck ; 
Thus humoring her fancy in the play 

Till half the morning hours had slipped and gone, 
Then, startled by the voice she loved so well, 

She left the sport, the creatures, and the flowers, 
And hastened back with Adam to the trees 
Where God was walking in the solemn shade. 
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O mother frail, thou hast not known a tear! 
Thy spirit, clothed in simple innocence, 

Wears the true garb of bliss. Not yet thy hour 
Of sorrow and departure; nor the pangs 

And mystery of motherhood are thine ! 








And yet, weak one! some day, because of thee, 
God's love shall give a Saviour to the world! 





WAS HE SUCCESSFUL? 


‘Do but grasp into the thick of human life! Every ove (ives it—to not many is it known; and 


seize it where you will, it is interesting.’—Gorrtus, 


*SuccessruLt.—Terminating in accomplishing what is wished or intended.—Wessrer’s Dic- 


tionary. 


PART SECOND. 


‘I have been young and now I am old, and I bear my testimony that I have never found 
thorough, pervading, enduring morality with any but such as feared God—not in the modern sense, 
but in the old child-like way. And only with such, too, have I found a rejoicing in life—a hearty, vie- 
torious cheerfulness, of so distinguished a kind that no other is to be compared with it.'"—J acon. 


CHAPTER I. 

Tue first part of this narrative natu- 
rally closes with the termination of our 
hero’s career at Burnsville, and his 
establishing himself as a resident of 
New York. 

Up to this period, he has had no great 
difficulty in making his conduct con- 
sistent with his religious professions. 
He certainly has striven with a species 
of conscientiousness to do so, and we 
repeat, he has achieved his object. 

Now, however, he is embarking on a 
very different sea from the quiet, placid 
waters of his village life. Here, Hiram 
Meeker, you will encounter many and 
frequent temptations to do wrong. 
For you are soon to commence on your 
“own account,” and then you must 
prepare for that mortal struggle, in 
which none, without the grace of God 
to aid them, can come off victors. 

Hiram understands this: that is, he 
has been educated to believe it. 
Surely he enjoys saving grace. Who 
more constant at church and evening 


meetings; who prays longer and more 
vigorously than he ? 

Let me repeat that Hiram has a 
strong desire to enter the kingdom of 
Heaven, and thinks that all the chances 
are in favor of his doing so. But this 
desire is of the same nature as his wish 
to become rich. It is founded on the 
determination to promote the fortunes 
of the individual me, here and here- 
after. It leads him to treat as a prin- 
ciple the statement of fact, that “ hon- 
esty is the best policy ;” and his policy 
is—Self. Hecan practically master the 
theory of cause and effect as to what 
is going on here, And since he be- 
lieves he will secure a good position in 
the world to come by strict observance 
of the “ ordinances,” he considers him- 
self all right there. 

It is with entire complacency, then, 
that Hiram Meeker sets sail in New 
York. He is young, and, as the word 
goes, handsome; with good health, 
strong nerves, an enduring frame, and 
excellent constitution. He is well edu- 
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cated, and has a remarkable capacity 
for affairs, with sufficient experience in 
business to qualify him for any mer- 
cantile career he chooses to enter on. 
Moreover, in all the relations of life, he 
professes to be governed by the highest 
possible principle—Christian principle ; 
and claims to be, indeed really is, at 
least theoretically, a believer in the 
truths of our holy religion. Why is it, 
then, reader, you have already taken 
such a prejudice against Hiram? For I 
know, as it were instinctively, that you 
are prejudiced against him. Indeed, I 
confess that in preparing his history 
for the press, I have unconsciously per- 
mitted certain comments to creep in, 
indicating my own feelings toward the 
young man. But, in fact, I could not 
help it, especially when I came to 
narrate Hiram’s course toward Sarah 
Burns. 

But here in New York, I begin to 
feel a painful interest for young 
Meeker. He is at the “ parting of the 
ways.” Up to now, there has been no 
great strain on his moral sense, while 
he has not been altogether insensible 
to humanizing influences. He has 
been thus far in the service of others, 
and had wisdom enough to understand 
it was best for him to serve with 
fidelity. Thus, his sense of duty did 
not conflict with his interests, and he 
won golden opinions from all. 

Probably, when he left Burnsville, 
but one person thoroughly knew him— 
that person was Sarah Burns. For it 
is given to those whose hearts are hon- 
estly devoted, in time to learn and fully 
comprehend the nature of the hearts 
brought in contact with theirs. 

The young ladies universally re- 
called their delightful flirtations with 
Hiram with a sort of pleasurable 
regret, in which no angry feelings 
toward him were mingled. Even Mary 
Jessup looked back with a sentimental 
sigh, but not with any feeling of bit- 
terness, to the period when she was so 
happy with “young Meeker, boarding 
at their house.” The Hawkins girls 
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still severally had their secret hopes in 
the future. [As to the widow Hawkins, 
I cannot say.] But nobody understood 
the young man except Sarah Burns. 
He knew that, and when he drove 
away from her door, he felt he was 
Sound out, 

I am getting from my subject, 
which is Hiram’s dangerous situation, 
now that he has reached New York. 
One thing much to be regretted is 
that he has resolved, at least for the 
present, to adjure society, in his entire 
devotion to his main purpose. This is 
an alarming feature. For notwith- 
standing, in his intercourse with the 
sex, he had sought entirefy his own 
pleasure, still it was not without its 
qualifying influences. His mind was 
diverted from a perpetual thought of 
how he should get rich, and nature (I 
mean the nature common to us all) 
was permitted to have a certain sway. 

When Hiram stepped foot in the 
metropolis, he cut off these diverting 
elements. He decided, and he had 
long and carefully considered it, that in 
the strife in which he was soon to 
enter, he should require all his time, 
all his faculties. For this reason, he 
determined to accept Mr. Eastman’s 
offer of board and lodging at his 
house, albeit his wife was shrewish 
and generally disagreeable. He no 
longer permitted the gay throng in 
Broadway to move his nerves or excite 
his senses. And thus all these second- 
ary impulses and emotions and senti- 
ments yielded to the one main con- 
trolling purpose. 

Yes, Hiram Meeker, I feel a painful 
interest in your situation. I see that, 
once entered on your career, there will 
be no departure or deviation or pause 
in it. As in metal poured into the 
mould, which, while it remains in a 
fluid state, is capable of being convert- 
ed into other forms, but which, after 
a time, fixes and becomes unchangea- 
ble,—so, in the life of every human 
being, there is a period when the aims 
and purposes are fixed and the charac- 
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ter is settled forever. With some, this 
comes earlier, with others later; but it 
comes inevitably to all of us. 

It seems to me Hiram is fast ap- 
proaching this epoch, and this is why 
my interest in him becomes painful. 
For after this—but I will not antici- 
pate. 


CHAPTER II, 


The first thing which Hiram under- 
took after getting settled at his board- 
ing place, was to decide what church 
to attend. This was a matter which 
required a great deal of deliberation, 
and week after week he visited differ- 
ent churches of his own faith. 

Mr. Bennett, with his family, went to 
an Episcopal church. He took the 
liberty, one day, of flatly advising his 
cousin to cut Presbyterianism, and go 
with him. 

‘The fact is, Hiram, I can’t stand 
the blue lights; they make a hypo- 
crite of you, or a sniveller. Now, I 
don’t profess to be a good person, but 
I think, after all, my neighbors know 
about where to find me. As to the 
Episcopalians, they give us good 
music, good prayers, and short ser- 
mons. They don’t come snooping 
about to find out whether you go 
sometimes to the theatre, or if any of 
your family practise the damnable sin 
of dancing at parties. They mind 
their own business, and leave you to 
mind yours.’ 

‘What is their business?’ asked 
Hiram. 

Mr. Bennett, taken a little aback, 
hesitated a moment; then he replied, 
‘ Why, to preach and read the service, 
and perform church duties generally.’ 

‘Well, said Hiram, ‘I always 
thought it was a part of a minister's 
duty to look after the spiritual welfare 
of every one of his church, and to visit 
the families, and converse with all the 
members.’ 

‘ You forget you're not in the coun- 
try, where everything is got up on an 
entirely different basis,’ replied Mr. 
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Bennett. ‘You won’t find much ‘pas- 
toral’ work here, even among the blue 
lights. They confine themselves to 
preaching brimstone sermons from the 
pulpit and at evening lectures, and 
giving orders about the management of 
your family and mine, taking care that 
nobody shall enjoy anything if they can 
help it. If you go to see a play, it isa 
plunge into Tophet; if you permit 
your child to tread a quickstep to a 
lively tune, both you and your child 
are fit subjects for the wrath to come.’ 

‘I rather think you are mistaken 
when you say the Episcopalians ap- 
prove of the theatre and late parties, 
and so forth,’ retorted Hiram. ‘I have 
been told by two or three of that per- 
suasion, that the clergy object decided- 
ly to all these things.’ 

‘Gammon, Hiram—gammon for the 
country market. I tell you, I know 
that we can do just what we please in 
the way of ‘rational amusement,’ as 
our clergyman calls it, and your peo- 
ple can’t, and I advise you to come 
over to the liberal side.’ 

Hiram shook his head. 

‘ Well, if you won't, I recommend Dr. 
Pratt. He, I understand, permits a 
little fun occasionally ; then he makes 
use of our prayers, commits them to 
memory, you know; and latterly has 
put on a gown, and has a little boy to 


open the door of his pulpit. I advise 
you to go there.’ 
‘Thank you,’ said Hiram; ‘but I 


don’t think I should relish that kind 
ofa man. I prefer something decided 
one way or the other.’ 

‘Then take Dr. Chellis, he’s your 
chap. Boanerges! a regular son of 
thunder. Egad, I believe he does visit 
every soul of his flock—keeps them 
straight. The other evening he was 
invited to a little gathering at the 
house of a new comer in his congrega- 
tion—he always accepts invitations, and 
they say he is very fond of oysters and 
chicken salad, though he drinks nothing 
but cold water ;—well, it happened the 
young folks wanted to get up a quadrille, 
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began to arrange it innocently enough 
before his face and eyes. Thereupon 
he jumped up in a huff, and flung him- 
self out of the house, and the next 
Sunday delivered an extra blast on the 
‘immoral tendencies of the dance.’ 

‘ That’s the man for me,’ said Hiram, 
firmly. 

Mr. Bennett regarded his protegé 
with a keen, inquisitive glance, with a 
view to fathom him, if possible. It 
would seem that the result was unsatis- 
factory, for after a moment he exclaim- 
ed, ‘ Well, I confess I don’t exactly 
see through you. It may be one sort 
of thing; it may be another; but I 
can’t say which.’ 

‘It isa very simple matter, Mr. Ben- 
nett. I was brought up strictly, and 
believe in my bringing up.’ 

‘ All right, if you mean it.’ 

‘I do mean it. Besides, now that I 
have come to New York to reside, 
where I shall be subjected to the nu- 
merous temptations of a city life, I 
shall need more than ever to be under 
the preaching of just such a man as 
you describe Dr. Chellis to be.’ 

‘Oh, don’t; that is coming it too 
strong; now I think I do understand 
you. But, Hiram, drop all that sort of 
thing. If you want to join Chellis’s 
church, join it; but talk your cant to 
the marines.’ 

Hiram was angry, but he said noth- 
ing. 

‘You must not be vexed, Hiram. 
You know I want to do you all the 
good I can. Recollect, if you are smart, 
you have much to learn yet. Let me 
have your confidence, and I will advise 
you according to my experience. If 
you really like severe preaching, you 
can’t do better than go in for the Doc- 
tor. He has the richest congregation 
in New York. Allwise, Tenant & Co., 
Starbuck & Briggs, Daniel Story. 
Those are names for you; South-street 
men, too, in your line. They are the 
pillars of Chellis’s church; good men 
and true, if they are blue lights. Be- 
sides, there are lots of pretty girls— 
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tight little Presbyterian saints, with 
plenty of cash. Their fathers can buy 
and sell Dr. Pratt’s congregation and 
mine together. Yes, you are right; I 


wonder I did not think of it. Goin 
for Chellis.’ 
Hiram was still silent. His height- 


ened color and severe expression showed 
how little he- relished Mr. Bennett's 
conversation. 

Nothing is so disagreeable to a person 
whose nature is not thoroughly genuine, 
but who claims to act from proper mo- 
tives, as to have another take it for 
granted he is not doing so. 

He did not forget a word that Mr. 
Bennett had said, though. Indeed, he 
recovered his equanimity so far as to 
thank him for his suggestions, and, 
wishing him good-day, he started for 
his place in South street. 

Mr. Bennett watched the young man 
as he walked up the street (the conver- 
sation occurred in the doorway of H. 
Bennett & Co.’s establishment), and 
until he had turned the corner. ‘ Deep, 
very deep, he muttered as he stepped 
inside. ‘He'll be ‘round one of these 
days, or I am mistaken.’ 

Meanwhile Hiram continued on his 
way to the store, his.cheeks burning 
under the influence of Mr. Bennett's 
plain talk, but sensibly alive to the de- 
scription of Dr. Chellis’s church. 

‘ Allwise, Tenant & Co., eh? and Star- 
buck & Briggs (Hiram had been but a 
few weeks in New York, and already 
had learned to pay that almost idola- 
trous deference to great commercial 
names which is a leading characteristic 
of the town); that will do. Plenty of 
rich girls,—his heart began to beat 
quick,—‘ plenty of rich girls. That's 
the place for me.’ 

Strange, in this soliloquy he said 
nothing about the spiritual advantages 
to be derived under the preaching of 
so noted a divine as Dr. Chellis. Yet 
Hiram really liked strong preaching and 
severe discipline. For he never appro- 
priated any of the denunciations. Feel- 
ing perfectly safe. himself, it gratified 
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him to hear the awful truths severely 
enforced on the outsiders. 

We see, however, from this little 
conversation with himself, what was 
uppermost in Hiram’s mind. Subse- 
quent inquiries, carefully made of va- 
rious persons, fully confirmed the state- 
ment of Mr. Bennett as to these little 
particulars in relation to Dr. Chellis’s 
church and congregation. 

Dr. Chellis himself was a person of 
extraordinary ability, great purity of 
character, and great zeal. At this 
period he was about sixty years of 
age, but he possessed the earnestness 
and energy of a young man. His con- 
gregation were very much attached to 
him, and it is true he exercised over 
them a remarkable influence. Many 
people sneered, accusing them of ‘ being 
led by the nose by their minister.’ 
They were led, it is true, but not in 
that way: rather by their understand- 
ing and their affections. For, strict and 
stern and severe as the ‘old Doctor’ 
appeared to be, it was the sin he 
thundered against, not the individual. 
And those who were brought in more 
intimate contact with him, declared 
that he was, after all, a kind, tender- 
hearted man. 

His church were devoted to him. 
The majority were a severe, toilsome, 
self-denying company—too much s0, 
perchance; but of that I dare hazard 
no opinion: God knows. Like their 
minister, sincere, indulging in no cant; 
without hypocrisy, practising in the 
world during the week the principles 
they professed on Sunday to be gov- 
erned by ; a church deserving to be hon- 
ored for its various charities (it gave 
twice as much as any other in the city), 
for the personal liberality of its mem- 
bers when called on to join in public or 
private subscriptions, and for the ex- 
alted influence they exerted in affairs 
generally. 

Into such a church, and among such 
a people, Hiram Meeker proposes to 
introduce himself. 


« * * * * 
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His first move was to call on Dr. 
Chellis without any introduction, and 
present his credentials from the church 
in Burnsville, as well as an excellent 
letter from his minister, certifying par- 
ticularly as to his religious character 
and deportment. He thought by going 
as an unsophisticated youth from the 
country he would make a better im- 
pression and more strongly commend 
himself to the Doctor's sympathy than 
in any other way. 

I think, however, that Hiram’s call 
was rather of a failure. He had no 
ordinary man to deal with. Dr. Chellis 
had not only a profound knowledge of 
human nature, but a quick insight into 
its various peculiarities. He could 
classify individuals rapidly ; and he read 
Hiram after fifteen minutes’ conversa- 
tion. 

The latter, not accustomed to men 
of the Doctor’s calibre, found him- 
self wanting in his usual equanimity. 
His familiar réle did not serve, he could 
see that, and for once his resources failed 
him. 

For the Doctor did not appear to be 
specially interested when Hiram, apro- 
pos of nothing, except as a last card, 
undertook, in a meek, saint-like man- 
ner, to give him an account of his early 
conviction of sin and subsequent tri- 
umphant conversion. Indeed, if the 
truth must be told, the worthy divine 
gave evident symptoms—to speak 
ly—of being bored before Hiram’s story 
was half finished! The latter was not 
slow to see this, and he found it diffi- 
cult to rally. 

At length he gave the Doctor an op- 
portunity to speak, by bringing his 
persona! narrative to a close. 

‘You have no acquaintances in the 
city ¢’ 

‘I think I may say none, except in 
business; and my object in selecting 
such a church as yours is to keep up 
the same degree of piety which I hum- 
bly trust I maintained in my village 
home.’ 

[Pretty well, Hiram, pretty well- but 
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you have an old head to deal with, and 
an honest heart: be careful.] 

‘To do that,’ replied the Doctor, 
gravely, ‘you must not look back to 
what you were, or thought you were. 
Be sure you are in danger when you 
feel complacent about yourself.’ 

These were awful words to Hiram, 
and from such a severe, grave, dignified 
old man. 

‘In danger!’ That was something 
new. ‘Of what?’ Why, no thought 
of a possibility of danger had crossed 
young Meeker’s mind since the day he 
joined the church in Hampton. 

He sat quite still, uncertain what re- 
ply to make. 

He was interrupted by the tones of 
the Doctor's voice—tones which were 
modified from their previous severity. 

‘I will take your letter,’ he said,‘ and 
at the next communion, which will take 
place in about six weeks, you will be 
admitted to membership.’ 

‘I should like to have a class in the 
Sunday school,’ said Hiram, breathing 
more freely. 

‘If you will speak next Sunday to 
Mr. Harris, the superintendent,’ replied 
the Doctor, ‘he will furnish you with 
one. There is a demand for teachers 
just at present, I heard him say.’ 

Dr. Chellis rose, as if Hiram had 
taken up enough of his time. Our hero 
could but do the same. He bowed and 
left the room. 

‘A pretty sort of minister that,’ ex- 
claimed he between his teeth, as he 
quitted the house. ‘Pious! no more 
pious than my boot. Never listened to 
a word I said. I know he didn’t. Is 
it possible I must sit under this man’s 
preaching? I see now what cousin 
Bennett meant by things being got up 
on an entirely different basis here from 
what they are inthecountry. I should 
think they were. But there is Allwise, 
Tenant & Co., Daniel Story. I may 
trust myself with such names [he did 
not say with such men}. Ah! h’m— 
h’m—lots of pretty girls, with plen- 
ty of cash. [ll try it. Anyhow, it 
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stands number one. No mistake about 
that ! 


CHAPTER III. 
Hiram soon learned a lesson. He 
discovered there were people in New 
York just as quickwitted, as keen, and 
as shrewd as he was himself. This did 
not alarm him. Not a bit. He was 
only the more ready to appreciate the 
truth of Mr. Bennett’s remark, that he 
had yet much to learn. 

‘I see it, quoth Hiram. ‘The city 
gets the best of everything, by the nat- 
ural course of supply and demand. 
Yes, it gets the best beef and mutton 
and fowls, and fruits and vegetables, 
and on the same principle it commands 
the best men. Well, I like this all the 
better. It was dull business in Burns- 
ville, after all, with nobody to compete 
with. Give me New York!’ 

ae * % * * 

In the store of Hendly, Layton & 
Gibb, Hiram saw and conversed with 
shipmasters who were familiar with 
every port in the world. The reader 
will recollect, at school he had devoted 
himself to mercantile geography. Thus 
he had located in his mind every prin- 
cipal seaport, and had learned what 
was the nature of the trade with each. 
The old sea captains were amazed at 
the pertinence of Hiram’s questions, 
and with the information he possessed 
on topics connected with their busi- 
ness. They could scarcely understand 
it. It gave them a great respect for the 
‘fellow,’ and Hiram speedily became a 
favorite with them all. He used to like 
to go on board their ships, and chat 
with them there, whenever he found 
time. Do not suppose these were mere 
pleasure excursions. Hiram Meeker 
was forming his opinion of each one 
of these captains. For in his mind’s 
eye he saw some of them in is employ ; 
but which ? that was the question. So 
by mingling with them, he learned 
much of the mechanical part of com- 
merce, and he discovered, besides their 
different charactersy who were compe- 
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tent and honest, and who were not al- 
together so. 

Hiram also spent a good deal of his 
time conversing with Eastman, with 
whom he boarded. He got the latter’s 
ideas of business and about the men 
they daily encountered, and Eastman 
could furnish a fund of valuable infor- 
mation, based on long experience. 

Hiram all this time was indefatiga- 
ble. He watched the course of trade. 
He endeavored to discover the secret 
of the success of the great South street 
houses. He worked, he pondered, and 
yet all the time served Hendly, Layton 
& Gibb with fidelity. Eastman became 
attached to him. Mrs. Eastman said 
the man did not give her half the 
trouble she expected. So you see, in 
certain quarters, Hiram was as popu- 
lar as ever. 

Meantime he had secured a seat in and 
joined Dr. Chellis’s church. He duly pre- 
sented himself at the Sunday school and 
obtained a fine class, From that time 
he never missed a service on Sunday, 
nor a lecture, or prayer meeting, or other 
weekly gathering. He even attended 
a funeral occasionally, in his zeal to 
‘wait’ on all the ordinances. He was, 
however, exceedingly modest and un- 
obtrusive. He did not seek to make 
acquaintances, but no one could help 
noticing his punctilious regularity and 
decorum. I have remarked that Hiram 
determined to cut off what had been a 
great source of pleasure—society ; but 
he still paid the same attention to his 
personal appearance as before. After 
a while questions began to be asked: 
‘Who is this new comer, so constant, 
so devout, and so exemplary ?’ 

‘What a fine-looking fellow! I 
wonder who he is?’ whispered Miss 
Tenant to Miss Stanley, one morning, 
as*our hero passed their seats (they 
both had classes) to take his place with 
his Sunday school pupils. 

‘I don’t know, I am sure,’ replied 
her friend. 

‘I can’t find any one who does. Do 


you know, J think he is real handsome?’ 
vou. 1m1.—12 
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‘So do I, if he would only lift his 
head up and look people in the face; 
he is as bashful as a sheep.’ 

‘ My little brother is in his class, and 
he says they all like him so much. He 
takes such an interest in his pupils.’ 

‘ Then I should think you could find 
out something about him.’ 

‘No: his name is Meeker; that’s all 
any one seems to know.’ 

‘Funny name; I don’t like it.’ 

‘Nor I. Still, we won’t condemn 
him for his name. Besides, I like his 
face ?” 

‘Hush !’ 

Here the conversation of the two 
young people was interrupted by the 
rapping of the superintendent, and the 
services of the school commenced. 

If young ladies of the importance 
of Miss Tenant and Miss Stanley begin 
to talk about Hiram, you may be cer- 
tain it will spread through the school 
and into the church. He knew what 
was going on—of course he did; but 
only took still greater pains with his per- 
sonal appeaance, and became more shy 
and reserved and assiduously devout. 

The elders of the church could not 
help noticing him. 

The young ladies noticed him. 

Heads of families observed his ex- 
emplary deportment. 

Who could he be? 

Dr. Chellis, meantime, did not lose 
sight of his new communicant. They 
frequently met, and Hiram was always 
greeted, if not with cordiality, yet 
kindly. Strange to say, contrary to 
his habit, the Doctor neglected or omit- 
ted to enter into conversation with 
Hiram on religious topics. He felt a 
repugance to doing so which he could 
not explain. Everything seemed so 
praiseworthy in Hiram’s conduct, that 
one would suppose the worthy divine 
would like to engage him in conversa- 
tion, as the Rev. Mr. Chase used to do 
at Burnsville. But a certain aversion 
prevented it. ‘ 

When applied to for information 
about Hiram, the Doctor could say 
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nothing, for he knew nothing; and so 
the mystery, for a mystery the young 
ladies determined to make of it, in- 
creased. 

At last a rumor was circulated that 
Hiram had been disappointed in a love 
affair. A mischief-loving girl detailed 
it to Miss Tenant, whose interest in the 
young Sunday school teacher gradually 
grew stronger, and it soon became a 
well-authenticated piece of history. 

* * % * co 

During this time a species of inti- 
macy was growing up between Hiram 
Meeker and Hill. An odd companion- 
ship, you will say; but they seemed to 
get along very well together. The lat- 
ter, as you may remember, was a wild, 
reckless fellow. He had his good 
traits, though. There was nothing 
mean in his composition, but much 
that was impulsive and generous. He 
never laid up a penny, and was always 
.in debt. It was this unfortunate habit 
which had kept him so long at Joslin’s. 
He had got in advance of his salary, and 
he would not quit till it was made up. 
When he left there, he succeeded in 
getting a place in a large wine and 
liquor house; for Hill’s acquaintance 
was extensive, and in those days of ex- 
traordinary ‘drumming,’ in which he 
was a great proficient, his services were 
valuable. It was through Hill, as I 
have said, that Hiram got his place at 
Hendly’s, and after that he was in the 
habit of looking in nearly every day 
on him toward the close of business 
hours. 

I cannot precisely explain by what 
species of fascination this poor fellow 
was attracted to Meeker. Doubtless it 
originated in the triumphant resistance 
which the latter opposed to Hill’s at- 
tempt on him at their first acquaint- 
ance, and his complete victory over 
and discomfiture of Benjamin Joslin, 
for whom Hill entertained a supreme 
contempt. There was a mystery about 
the sources of Hiram’s power which 
completed the charm, and made Hill 
his willing subject, and afterward slave. 
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But what did Hiram want of Hill? 
That would appear more difficult to 
answer. He certainly did want some- 
thing of him. For he encouraged 
his coming often to see him, and talked 
with him a great deal. He even lent 
him occasionally small sums of money. 
I repeat, what a droll companionship! 
Hill, a swearing, drinking, godless 
scapegrace. Meeker, a quiet, exemplary, 
religious, laborious young man. 

Perhaps it was the rule by which op- 
posites are attracted to each other. 

Perhaps it was something else. 

On the whole, I am inclined to think 
it was something else, on Hiram’s part 
at least. I believe he acted, with re- 
spect to Hill, as he did with respect to 
everybody—from carefully considered 
motives. We shall see, perhaps, by and 
by, how this was. 

Eastman used to wonder that Hiram 
should tolerate Hill’s society. To be 
sure, he himself had a sort of family re- 
gard for him. But his presence always 
annoyed him. He even expressed his 
surprise to Hiram, who replied by mak- 
ing use of the moral argument. He was 
sorry for the poor fellow. He hoped 
to do him some good. Possibly 
he might be able to bring him un- 
der better influences. Certainly Hill 
would not harm him, while, on the 
contrary, he (Hill) might be bene- 
fited. 

Hiram did not tell the truth. 

Really, if he had dared to stop and 
inquire of himself, he would be forced 
to acknowledge that he did not want 
Hill to be different from what he was. 
Then he would not serve his purpose. 
To be sure, sometimes, when Hill per- 
mitted an extra strong oath to escape 
his lips, Hiram would fidget and look 
uneasy, and beg his visitor to break 
himself of such a wicked habit. But 
the secret of Hiram’s power did not lie 
in his moral influence certainly, for Hill’s 
habit of swearing did not improve, 
indeed it grew worse. 

In this way passed our hero’s first 
year in New York. 












NULLIFICATION 


We publish the principal part of the 
speech of Hon. R. J. Walker, against 
nullification and secession, made at the 
great Union meeting at Natchez, Mis- 
sissippi, on the first Monday of Jan- 
uary, 1833. We republish this speech 
from the Natchez Mississippi Journal 
of that date. Upon that speech, Mr. 
Walker became the Union candidate 
for Senator of the United States from 
Mississippi against Mr. Poindexter, a 
Calhoun nullifier and secessionist. Af- 
ter a three years’ contest of unexam- 
pled violence, Mr. Walker was elected 
on the 8th of January, 1836. So dis- 
tinct was the issue, that the Legisla- 
ture of Mississippi declared nullifica- 
tion and secession to be treason. The 
contest was conducted by Mr. Walker 
by speeches in every county, with the 
banner of the Union waving over him, 
and to the music of our national airs. 

We republish this speech now be- 
cause it preceded Mr. Webster’s great 
reply to Calhoun, and because its argu- 
ments are applicable to the present 
contest. This speech drew out Gen. 
Jackson’s celebrated letter, heretofore 
published, in favor of Mr. Walker; 
and the speech received the cordial 
approval of ex-President Madison. By 
reference to the Washington city Globe 
of the 12th August, 1836, it will be 
found that, in conversation with Mr. 
Ingersoll, ‘Mr. Madison spoke very 
freely of nullification, which he alto- 
gether condemned, remarking that Mr. 
Walker, of the Senate, in a speech he 
had made on some occasion, was the 
Jirst person who had given to the pub- 
lic what he (Mr. Madison) considers 
the true view of Mr. Jefferson’s lan- 
guage on that subject.’ Mr. Webster 
gave the Whig arguments against nul- 
lification and secession, Mr. Walker the 
democratic; but they both arrived at 
the same conclusions : 
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AND SECESSION. 


Never, fellow citizens, did I rise to 
address you with such deep and abiding 
impressions of the awful character of 
that crisis which involves the exist- 
ence of the American Union. No mor- 
tal eye can pierce the veil which covers 
the events of the next few months, but 
we do know that the scales are now 
balancing in fearful equipoise, liberty 
and union in the one hand, anarchy or 
despotism in the other. Which shall 
preponderate, is the startling question 
to which we must all now answer. Al- 
ready one bright, one kindred star is 
sinking from the banner of the Ameri- 
can Union, the very fabric of our gov- 
ernment is rocking on its foundations, 
one of its proudest pillars is now mov- 
ing from beneath the glorious arch, and 
soon may we all stand amid the bro- 
ken columns and upon the scattered 
fragments of the Constitution of our 
once united and happy country. Whilst 
then we may yet recede from the brink 
of that precipice on which we now 
stand, whilst we are once more con- 
vened as citizens of the American Union, 
and have still a common country, 
whilst we are yet fondly gazing, per- 
haps for the last time, upon that ban- 
ner which floated over the army of 
Washingtgn, and living beneath that 
Constitution which bears his sacred 
name, let us at least endeavor to trans- 
mit to posterity, unimpaired, that 
Union, cemented by the blood of our 
forefathers. The honorable gentleman 
who has preceded me, in opposition to 
the resolutions submitted for your con- 
sideration, tells us that he was nursed 
in the principles of °76 and *98—that 
these are the principles of Carolina, 
and that they ought to be maintained. 
Let me briefly answer, that the humble 
individual who now addresses you is 
the son of a soldier of the Revolution, 
and that from the dawning of man- 
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hood, from his first vote to his last, at 
all times, and upon all occasions, he has 
supported and will support the prin- 
ciples of democracy, and the doctrines 
of 76 and °98. But it was under the 
banner of the Union that the whigs 
of ’76 and ’98 achieved their glorious 
triumphs; and is that the standard 
now unfurled by the advocates of nulli- 
fication? It is true, we find nullifica- 
/tion declared in the Kentucky resolu- 
tions to be a rightful remedy—but nul- 
lification by whom ? by a single State ? 
no—by those sovereignties the several 
States, in the mode prescribed by the 
Constitution, by a declaratory amend- 
ment annulling the power under which 
the law was passed. This would be a 
remedy in fact; for it would operate 
equally on all the States; but can the 
same act of Congress be constitutional 
in one State, and unconstitutional in 
another? South Carolina declares the 
Tariff unconstitutional—Kentucky de- 
clares it valid ; is it nullified or not? is 
it void or valid? The South Carolina 
theory gives to each State, of itself, the 
unlimited power to pronounce ultimate 
judgment against the validity of any 
act of Congress. If so, the Tariff must 
be valid in Kentucky, and void in 
South Carolina. Yet if the Carolina or- 
dinance, nullifying the Tariff, be valid 
in that State, it is valid in every other 
State, and Carolina may introduce for- 
eign imports, once landed in her own 
State, into every other State, free of all 
duty ; for, by the Constitution, ‘ no tax 
* or duty shall be laid on articles export- 
ed from any State.’ What then be- 
comes of the ultimate judgment of Ken- 
tucky? WNullified by a single State; 
and that is the nullification of South 
Carolina, by which she can constitu- 
tionally, and as a member of the Union, 
Tepeal any act of Congress she may 
deem invalid, and prescribe her will for 
law throughout the limits of every 
other State. The Constitution of the 
Union would then be this:/ Be it en- 
acted, that the American Congress shall 
possess such powers only as South Caro- 





lina believes they may lawfully exer- 
cise ; and the whole American people be 
thus subjected to the government of the 
ordinances of a single State. Is this 
democracy? The truth is, every act 
of Congress is intrinsically void or 
valid, from its repugnance to or con- 
sonance with the provisions of the 
American Constitution;/nor can the 
judgment of a State render void an act 
of Congress which is constitutional, or 
render valid an act of Congress which is 
unconstitutional. Would the judgment 
of a single State have rendered the 
alien and sedition law constitutional, 
or the last war unconstitutional, or 
would the Supreme Court of the Union 
have been compelled to render opposite 
judgment in a case brought before 
them, declaring the citizen of Massa- 
chusetts bound to oppose, and of Vir- 
ginia to support either of these laws, as 
their respective States had pronounced 
contradictory judgments upon them ? 
Suppose Massachusetts had not only 
declared the last war unconstitutional, 
but had passed an ordinance requiring 
her citizens to resist the war, to pros- 
trate and oppose the armies of the Re- 
public, and to aid a tyrant’s myrmi- 
dons in driving the steel deeper into 
the bosoms of our bleeding country- 
men; would the ordinance be constitu- 
tional, or would not the acts it required 
to be performed be treason against the 
Government of the Union ? 

It is said a State cannot commit 
treason ; no, but its citizens may; nor 
would they be rightfully acquitted be- 
cause sustained by the judgment of a 
single State. If each State possesses 
an equal right to pass ultimate judg- 
ment upor any act of Congress, and 
two States enact ordinances directly 
contradictory to the same law, do they 
not, like the meeting of equal forces in 
mechanics, nullify each other? or must 
the same law be enforced in one State 
and disregarded in the other? Not 
without violating the Constitution; for 
if New York pronounces the Tariff 
valid, and South @arolina declares it 
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void, and suits are instituted in each 
State on bonds given for the payment 
of duties on imports introduced into 
each, must the duties be collected in 
one State, but not in the other? This 
would be to set at open defiance those 
clauses of the Constitution which de- 
clare that all imposts ‘shall be uniform 
throughout the United States,’ and that 
‘no preference shall exist in the collec- 
tion of revenue in the ports of one State 
over those of another.’ Upon an ap- 
peal from the decisions by the Federal 
district courts of New York and Caro- 
lina, in the suits on the bonds for these 
duties, how would the Supreme Court 
of the Union decide the question? by 
enforcing the payment of the bonds 
given in Carolina? No; forthat State 
had exercised the right of ultimate 
judgment, and pronounced the law in- 
valid; would the court decide against 
the validity of the bond given in New 
York? No; for that State, in exer- 
cising its equal right of pronouncing 
ultimate judgment, had declared that 
the law was valid. Or would they en- 
force the payments of the duties in New 
York and not in South Carolina? This, 
we have seen, would violate both the 
clauses of the Constitution last quoted. 
The only remaining judgment would 
be, to disregard the edict of a single 
State, and to enforce the payment of 
the duties in both States, or in neither, 
as the act of Congress might or might 
not be repugnant to the provisions of 
the Constitution. If Kentucky and 
Virginia thought they possessed the 
power in regard to the alien and sedi- 
tion laws now claimed by Carolina in 
regard to the Tariff, where is the ordi- 
nance nullifying those laws? Or would 
they be nullified by resolutions express- 
ing only the judgment and opinion of 
the Legislature in regard to the consti- 
tutionality of the law, as if the Legisla- 
ture, one department only of the Gov- 
ernment of a single State, could annul 
all the laws of the Union? Even South 
Carolina does not urge a doctrine so 
; monstrous, for she declares this can be 
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done solely by the ‘ delegates’ of the 
State in ‘solemn convention.’’ South 
Carolina finds, then, in the practice of 
Virginia and Kentucky, no warrant for 
the doctrine of nullification. She finds 
neither ordinance, nor test oaths, nor 
standing armies, nor packed juries, nor 
secession, or threats of secession, from 
the Union. They find Mr. Jefferson in 
that great emergency protesting against 
‘a scission of.the Union, in any event; 
and the ordinance of South Carolina 
would have received his unqualified 
abhorrence. But, if we are asked to 
surrender the principles which alone 
can preserve the Union, on the assumed 
authority of Mr. Jefferson and Mr. 
Madison, of Kentucky and of Virginia 
—why do not the advocates of nullifi- 
cation tell us that Mr. Jefferson, in 
1821, as appears by his printed memoirs, 
emphatically denied the right of a State ~ 
to veto an act of Congress; and Mr. 
Madison, a surviving founder of the 
Constitution, and framer of the Vir- 
ginia resolutions, unequivocally de- 
nounces the doctrine of nullification ? 
And are they not safer guides than 
Messrs. McDuffie, Calhoun, and Hamil- 
ton, the former of whom wrote and 
published in 1821, and the latter delib- 
erately sanctioned, in a laudatory pref- 
ace, a series of essays, denouncing this 
very doctrine of nullification as the 
‘ climaz of political heresies’? Why do 
not those who would look to Kentucky 
and Virginia as the only safe expositors 
of the Constitution inform us also, that 
the great and patriotic commonwealth 
of Kentucky is indignantly repelling 
the charge that nullification ever was 
sustained by her authority? Why do 
they not point to the unanimous reso- 
lution of the Virginia Legislature in 
1810, declaring in the very case of a 
nullification, by a law of Pennsylvania, 
of a power of the General Government, 
that the Supreme Court of the Union 
is the tribunal, ‘already provided by 
the Constitution of the United States,’ 
‘to decide disputes between the State 
and Federal’ authorities? (See ‘Sup. 
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Rey. Code of Virginia, page 150.) 
These resolutions, directly affirming the 
supremacy of the judgment of the Su- 
preme Court of the Union over the 
laws and judgment of a State, were 
adopted by Virginia within a few 
months after the promulgation by that 
tribunal of its decree enforcing the 
authority of the Union against the nul- 
lifying edict of a sovereign State. 
Virginia did more: she not only af- 
firmed the power of this tribunal, and 
sanctioned its decree, but spoke of it in 
terms of the highest eulogy, and scout- 
ed indignantly the proposition of Penn- 
sylvania to vest the right of deciding 
questions of disputed power and sover- 
eignty in some other tribunal than the 
Supreme Court of the Union. The 
same proposition was treated with the 
open or silent contempt of every State 
in the Union, South Carolina among 
the number; and Pennsylvania reced- 
ed, though she had passed a law com- 
manding the Governor of the State to 
prevent by an armed force the execu- 
tion of the process emanating under the 
authority of the Constitution of the 
Union—though she placed her act 
upon the same ground as Carolina, 
that the power exercised in that case 
had never been granted by the Consti- 
tution to any department of the General 
Government. Thus ended nullification 
in the keystone of the arch of the 
Union. That State, which has ever sus- 
tained the Democracy of the Sovth, 
in the election of Jefferson, of Madison, 
and Monroe, and the cheering voice of 
whose public meetings first called out 
as a candidate for the presidency the 
patriot Chief Magistrate who now up- 
holds the banner of the Union, sub- 
mitted to the law of the Union. And 
is nullification constitutional in Caro- 
lina, but unconstitutional in Pennsyl- 
vania? Is the one a sovereign and the 
other a subject State? Shall the one 
submit to the laws of the Union, and 
not the other? Why, sir, if the people 
of Pennsylvania could sustain a dis- 
tinction so odious, the very shades of 
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their ancestors would rise from the bat- 
tlefields of the Revolution, from Paoli 
and Germantown, and call their chil- 
dren bondmen of Carolina, vassals and 
recreant slaves! I speak not now of 
the whiskey insurrection, when, at the 
order of Washington, the militia of 
Virginia and of other States moved 
against the people of Western Pennsyl- 
vania, under the command of the Goy- 
ernor of Virginia and Carolina, and the 
nation approved the deed ; but I speak 
of the period, during the presidency of 
Mr. Jefferson, when the State of Penn- 
sylvania passed a law nullifying the 
powers of the General Government, 
under her reserved right to construe the 
Constitution at her pleasure, when she 
was compelled to yield to the laws of 
the Union, and her armed force, assem- 
bled by her Governor under an edict » 
of the State, was ineffectual. Nulli- 
fication was condemned by Jefferson 
and Madison, by Virginia and Carolina, 
and the people of the Union; and must 
one State nullify and not another? No, 
sir; all or none of the States must sub- 
mit to the supremacy of the Govern- 
ment of the Union; and if Carolina can 
successfully resist that Government, 
will any other State submit to a power 
which is thus insulted, disgraced, de- 
fied, and overthrown by the edict of a 
single State, and which acts and exists 
only by its permission? No, sir; one 
successful example of practical nullifica- 
tion by a State destroys the Union ; for 
it demonstrates that the Government 
of the Union has no power to execute 
its laws, or preserve its existence—that 
it is not a government, or that its powers 
are written in sand, to be swept away 
by the first angry surge of passion that 
beats over them. Such was the pre- 
diction of the despots of Europe, too 
soon to be fulfilled if the fatal ordinance 
of Carolina is sustained, and the flag 
of the Union struck down by the im- 
perious mandate of a single State. Let 
us, then, now teach those despots, who, 
pointing with exultation to our dis- 
sensions, and anticipating our downfall, 
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proclaim that man is incapable of self- 
government, that the Union can and 
shall be preserved, that we know that 
‘Union and Liberty are inseparable,’ 
that the name and privileges of Ameri- 
can citizens are entwined with the very 
ligaments of our hearts, that they are 
our birthright, the glorious inheri- 
tance purchased by the blood of our 
forefathers, and never to be surrendered 
by their sons; that we will all rally 
round the banner of our country and 
sustain it, upon the ocean, on the land, 
iv war and in peace, against foreign or 
domestic enemies ; or, if it must fall, it 
will be upon the graves of Americans 
preferring death in its defence to life 
without it, when the iron chains of des- 
potism would bind them as slaves to 
that soil which they would tread only 
as freemen. 

It is said that the Government of the 
Union is but a league formed by sov- 
ereign States. Did the States form it 
as governments? if so, which or all of 
the departments of any State subscribed 
or ratified the compact? or could the 
government of any State change the 
organic law, unless by a power given 
them by the Constitution, or surrender 
the sovereign attributes of power, and 
unite the people in a new government 
with other confederates? No; the 
government cannot abolish or change 
its form or transfer its powers to another 
government: this highest act of sov- 
ereignty can only be performed by the 
people of a State; and it was by the 
people of every State, acting in conven- 
tion as separate and distinct communi- 
ties, that the Constitution was ratified 
and rendered binding upon the people 
of all the States; and, in the language 
of Mr. Jefferson, the Government thus 
formed was ‘authorized to act imme- 
diately on the people and by its own 
officers,’ Was it then a league only? 
No, it was what its framers, the people, 
-as we have seen, and not the govern- 
ments of all the States, called it, a 
‘ Constitution ’—a ‘ Government ;’ and it 
is an overthrow of fundamental princi- 
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ples to say that a ‘ constitution,’ a ‘ gdv- 
ernment,’ which is made ‘ the supreme 
law ’ in all the States, could be created 
by any power less than the people of 
the several States, but as the people of 
the States, and not in their aggregate 
capacity. Whatever may be the theo- 
ries of the advocates of consolidation on 
the one hand, or nullification on the 
other, this is certainly a true history of 
the manner in which the Government 
of the Union was formed. The Consti- 
tution itself expressly declares that it 
could be created only by ‘ the ratifica- 
tions of the conventions of the States ;’ 
and this Constitution was expressly 
rendered ‘ the supreme law of the land,’ 
‘anything in the constitution or laws 
of any State to the contrary notwith- 
standing,’—as if the government of a 
State could render their own constitu- 
tion subordinate to another constitu- 
tion. A return then having taken 
place, in forming the Constitution, to 
the people of all the States, as the 
primary fountain of power, they might 
have vested all their sovereignty, or but 
a part of it, in one government ; and they 
might have given, in either event, the 
same power which exists in ordinary 
governments of enforcing its laws when 
sustained as constitutional by all its de- 
partments, subject only to the natural 
rights of the people to revolutionize the 
government in case of intolerable op- 
pression, Certain important powers 
and attributes of sovereignty the peo- 
ple of the States gave to this new gov- 
ernment, They made this government 
‘supreme’ in the exercise of its powers 
in all the States. They gave this gov- 
ernment the sole power ‘to declare 
war.’ Did the State then remain an 
absolute sovereign in that respect, and 
with absalute power to judge if the ob- 
ject of the war was constitutional, and 
annul the declaration? This new gov- 
ernment had the sole power to lay and 
collect ‘duties on imports;’ did each 
State remain an absolute sovereignty in 
this respect, and with absolute powers 
to judge if the object of the duties was 
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constitutional, and annul the law? 
The General Government was the only 
sovereign as regards these powers ; but 
a single State, having none of these 
powers, is made the absolute judge 
whether they can or cannot be exer- 
cised: then no powers have yet been 
granted to the General Government by 
any State, if each possesses the right to 
interdict the exercise of any of these 
powers. But, could this General Gov- 
ernment exist without the authority to 
give one uniform effect to the execution 
of its powers in all the States? Created 
with all the organs of a government, 
legislative, judicial, and executive, may 
it enact, but not expound, or enact 
and expound, but not execute? Must 
it stop at the boundary of each 
State, and ask what power it possesses, 
and act upon the contradictory re- 
sponses of each State? Must it possess 
one set of powers in one State, and an- 
other and wholly opposite set of powers 
in another State? May it lay a tariff 
in one State, and not in another, and 
yet this tariff required to be uniform in 
every State? Is it one constitution, and 
susceptible of one only true construc- 
tion, or twenty-four constitutions, with 
twenty-four various and contradictory 
constructions, and all right, because all 
pronounced by absolute sovereigns ex- 
ercising the uncontrolled power of ulti- 
mate judgment? Has it any powers, and 
what are they? Will Mississipi submit 
this question to Massachusetts or Caro- 
lina, or is a government created whose 
powers cannot be ascertained? Must 
anarchy govern? Can there be no de- 
cision, or is that of a single State, or of 
a small minority of the States, to sweep 
away the legislation of a majority, or 
two thirds of the States? According to 
the new theory, each State has the consti- 
tutional power in the first instance, and 
one fourth in the last resort, to judge 
what powers each State may exercise, 
and the other States must submit. Now, 
this is impossible, where the legislation 
of the two States is contradictory ; and, 
if possible, is not a mere negative, but 
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@ positive power. It is a government 
without limitation of power, in a sin- 
gle State, aided by one fourth of the 
States—a government by which the 
minority may control the majority in 
all cases whatsoever. Thus, Carolina 
frames any law or ordinance she thinks 
she may lawfully do in the exercise of 
her reserved rights. She gives clear- 
ances for vessels, for instance, to intro- 
duce all imports free of all duties. 
When once introduced into Carolina, 
she has, or claims and exercises the 
right under the Constitution of intro- 
ducing these imports free of all duties 
into every other State in the Union. 
Two thirds of the States have passed an 
act of Congress imposing certain duties 
on foreign imports: as separate States 
they can pass no such laws, having sur- 
rendered that power in the Constitution 
of the Union. Can Carolina compel 
them to receive all foreign imports free 
of all duties? Yet she says this is one 
of her reserved rights, and she may 
forever constitutionally exercise it, in 
defiance of an act of Congress passed 
by two thirds of the States. Such a 
government would be an oligarchy of 
the most odious and detestable charac- 
ter. The right of the people of any 
State, or of any portion of them, to 
meet intolerable oppression by revolu- 
tion is certain; but, in Mr. Jefferson’s 
rough draught of the Kentucky resolu- 
tions (now attempted to be substituted 
for his deliberate conclusions as con- 
tained in the resolutions themselves), 
does he advocate nullification by a sin- 
gle State as a constitutional remedy, by 
a State remaining in the Union and 
submitting only to such laws as it 
deemed valid. No; it was not as a con- 
stitutional, but as a ‘NATURAL right,’ 
that Mr. Jefferson spoke of nullification 
by the people of a State. I say the 
people, for Mr. Jefferson well knew that 
the ‘ natural right’ of a State to nullify, 
as an artificial body politic, would be a 
contradiction in terms. This ‘ natural 
right’ is a personal, as contradistin- 
guished from a State right; it is in- 
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alienable—it is neither given nor reserv- 
ed by constitutional compacts—it exists 
in citizens of every State, the minority 
as well as the majority, and not in the 
government of any one State. But the 
exercise of this right is revolution—it 
is a declaration of independence—it is 
war, and appeals to the sword as its um- 
pire. “ Let no State, then, claim to stand 
on the basis of the Constitution of the 
Union, while stripping it of its vital 
powers, or setting up its will for law. 
No, the ordinance of Carolina is not a 
peaceful, constitutional remedy: it isa 
nullification of the Government itself, 
sweeping away its revenues, its courts, 
and its officers; it is a repeal of the 
Union ; it is despotic ; it is revolution- 
ary ;.it is belligerent ; it is a declaration 
of war or separate independence. It 
looks beyond a repeal of the Tariff; for, 
whether the Tariff be repealed or not, it 
asks to engraft the doctrine of nullifica- 
tion as a permanent feature of the Con- 
stitution, applicable in every case in 
which any State may deem any act of 
Congress unconstitutional. Then each 
one of the States may take up the vol- 
umes containing all the acts of Con- 
gress, and repeal them all by one sweep- 
ing edict of nullification; for there 
is no limitation to the exercise of the 
power but her own will. It is said no 
State will abuse the power; but if a ma- 
jority of the States, by their representa- 
tives in Congress, may abuse delegated 
powers, is there no danger that one of 
these same States, by their representa- 
tives at home, may mistake the nature 
of their powers, and endanger the Union 
by a usurpation of power? Or do the 
same people, and voting at the same 
period in any State, elect men to Con- 
gress who will violate, and to the coun- 
cils of the State, who will uniformly 
preserve the Constitution? A State 
declared the last war unconstitutional : 
must the war be nullified, or, by the 
new theory, suspended, till, by a slow 
and tedious process, its constitutional- 
ity be affirmed by three fourths of the 
States? But, in the mean time, all hos- 
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tile operations must cease, our army be 
disbanded, our navy recalled, and no 
further supplies decreed of money, am- 
munition, or men. And when one 
State thus nullifies any act of Congress, 
she is not required to be sustained by the 
vote of any other State: the one fourth 
are only required to refuse to act— 
to remain neutral—if they consider the 
act of Congress inexpedient, although 
they believe it constitutional. Sup- 
pose the New-England States, after the 
war was pronounced unconstitutional 
by a single State, had refused to calla 
convention to amend the Constitution, 
or, if called, to grant the disputed 
power; then the war must have been 
abandoned, the minority must govern, 
and our country be disgraced, our sea- 
men permitted to be pressed from the 
very decks of our vessels into foreign 
service, and the maritime despotism of 
Britain established without even a 
struggle in defence of our liberties. 
Shall opposition to the Tariff betray us 
into the support of doctrines so utterly 
subversive of the Constitution, and in- 
consistent with the existence of any 
government of the Union ? 

Once this power was threatened to 
be assumed by Massachusetts, now by 
South Carolina, and how and by what 
State it will next be exercised, or what 
vital power it may next strike from the 
Constitution, it is impossible to pre- 
dict; but, if permitted in one State, it 
will be exercised by all, till not a ves- 
tige remains of the Constitution of the 
Union. Suppose the Tariff repealed by 
Congress, nullification ‘may annul the 
repealing law. Louisiana may, in the 
exercise of her right of ultimate judg- 
ment, declare that the repealing law is 
unconstitutional, upon the pretext that 
it destroys rights vested by the first 
law and violates the plighted faith of 
the Government, insist on the collection 
of duties under the first law, pass her 
ordinance, array her State officers 
against those of the Union, and thus 
destroy the commerce of Mississippi, 
and of all the Western States, or com- 
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pel the collection of the present duties. 
Or she may say that, if Congress pos- 
sesses no power to lay duties which 
will operate an incidental protection, 
Louisiana possesses the reserved right 
of imposing duties for that purpose ; 
that each State possessed it before it 
became a member of the Union; that 
duties for revenue only can be collect- 
ed by the General Government, and 
that the residuary power to lay duties 
for protection is one of the powers of a 
sovereign State; that she will exercise 
it, and impose protecting duties on im- 
ports, and thus we shall have various 
and conflicting State tariffs from Maine 
to Lousiana (the very object which the 
Constitution was designed to prevent) ; 
but if Louisiana alone adopt the meas- 
ure, the commerce of the West is pros- 
trate at her feet. 

It is in the name of liberty and to 
protect minorities, that nullification 
professes to act; while in its first ordi- 
nance it sweeps away the dearest rights 
of a large minority of the people of 
Carolina, and binds the freedom of 
conscience in adamantine chains. It 
deprives American citizens of that last 
and hitherto sacred refuge from op- 
pression, a trial by an impartial jury, 
and requires the very judges upon the 
bench and jurors within the box to be 
sworn to condemn the unhappy man 
whose only crime was this: that he 
claimed the Government of the Union 
as his birthright, and acknowledged 
the duty of obedience to its laws. Such 
are the opening scenes of nullification ; 
and, if not arrested, where or how will 
the drama close? In all the horrors of 
civil war. Turn your eyes upon the 
scenes of the French Revolution, and 
behold them about to be reacted within 
the limits of a sister State. Already 
nullification calls upon its twelve thou- 
sand bayonets; friend is rising against 
friend, and brother against brother, 
under the banner of Carolina on the 
one side, of the Union on the other; the 
inflammable materials are ready, the 
spark approaches, the explosion may 
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soon take place, and the genius of lib- 
erty, rising in anguish from the blood- 
stained fields of Carolina, spread her 
pinions, and wing her way forever from 
a world, on one side of whose waters 
despotism reigns triumphant, and, upon 
the other, anarchy, with one foot upon 
the serell of the Declaration of Ameri- 
can Independence, and with the other 
upon the broken tablet of the Constitu- 
tion of the Union, shall wave that 
sceptre, whereon shall be inscribed the 
motto, never to be effaced: ‘ Man is in- 
capable of self-government.’ Yes, this 
is the best, the brightest, the last ex- 
periment of self-government: universal 
JSreedom or universal bondage is staked 
on the result of the success or failure of 
the American Union; and as it shall be 
maintained and perpetuated, or broken 
and dissolved, the light of liberty shall 
beam upon the hopes of mankind, or be 
forever extinguished, amid the scoffs 
of exulting tyrants and the groans of a 
world in bondage. Rising, then, above 
all minor considerations, and lifting 
our souls to the contemplation of that 
lofty eminence on which Heaven itself 
has vouchsafed to place the American 
people, as the only guardians of the 
hopes and liberties of mankind, let us 
act as becomes the depositaries of that 
sacred fire which burns on the altars of 
the American Union, and resolve that 
this Union shall be preserved, all whole 
and inviolate, as we received it from 
the hands of our forefathers. 

But, if nullification is not a constitu- 
tional remedy, we are told that secession — 
is; and a few, who deny the one, admit 
the other; and our venerable chief 
magistrate (Jackson) has. been pro- 
claimed as a Federalist, because he de- 
nies the right of secession ; and many 
of his supporters, although some may 
not concur in every argument by which 
he arrives at his conclusions, but concur 
in the conclusions themselves, are visit- 
ed with a similar denunciation. Sir, the 
President is one of the fathers and found- 
ers of the Democratic party—one of its 
earliest and most steadfast supporters, 
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in defeat and triumph, in war and in 
peace, in sunshine and in storm. In the 
Senate of the United States he voted 
against the alien law, and was a zeal- 
ous advocate of the principles which re- 
sulted in the election of Mr. Jefferson, 
and the great political revolution of 
1800; and if any one man has done 
more to support all the just rights of 
the States than General Jackson, that 
man is not known to me. It is now 
nearly ten years since I had the honor 
to propose the name of this illustrious 
patriot to the first meeting of a portion 
of the Democracy of Pennsylvania as a 
candidate for the presidency, and I will 
not hear him denounced as a Federal- 
ist without, at least, an effort in his 
defence. Who made the right of seces- 
sion as a constitutional right of every 
State an article in the creed of the De- 
inocratic party, and by what author- 
ity? By what reasoning is nullification 
denounced, and secession supported, as 
a constitutional remedy? If there be 
_ any real difference, the former is check, 
and the latter a check-mate, to the 
movements of the Government of the 
Union. The same reasoning demon- 
strates the fallacy of nullification or se- 
cession, with equal clearness and cer- 
tainty. A State cannot nullify a law 
of the Union, because the Constitution 
and Jaws of the State are made subordi- 
nate to the Constitution and laws of the 
Union, by a compact to which the peo- 
ple of each State were one party, and 
bound themselves to the people of all 
the other States, as the other party. 
One State cannot change the compact, 
or any of its terms or provisions, yet it 
may rescind the compact at pleasure ! 
It would be abuse of language to call 
such an instrument a compact, because it 
would be obligatory upon none. With- 
out the constitutional right to nullify a 
law of Congress by the ultimate judg- 
ment of the State against it, how could 
the constitutional power of secession 
arise? It is said, from a violation of the 
Constitution of the Union by the Gen- 
eral Government ; but ifa State has not, 
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as the opponents of nullification admit, 
any right to pass ultimate judgment on 
the constitutionality of an act of Con- 
gress, how can it make the supposed 
violation of the Constitution by the 
General Government the basis of the 
act of secession? The preamble of the 
ordinance on which the State would 
rest its act of secession, by asserting the 
unconstitutionality of an act of Con- 
gress, would be swept away by the 
non-existence of a power in a single 
State to pronounce ultimate judgment 
upon the acts of the Government of the 
Union ; and the preamble and ordinance 
of secession would fall together. Thus, 
when Carolina, in her ordinance, first 
declares certain acts of Congress uncon- 
stitutional, and proceeds, with the same 
ordinance, to nullification first, and then 
to secession, we deny her constitutional 
right to nullify or secede for the same 
reason; because the right declared by 
her ordinance to render an act of Con- 
gress unconstitutional by the judgment 
of a single State is a usurpation of 
power. Governor Hayne, of Carolina, 
in his late proclamation, inquires if 
that State was linked to the Union ‘in 
the iron bonds of a perpetual Union.’ 
These bonds were not of iron, or Caro- 
lina would have never worn them, but 
they are the enduring chain of peace 
and Union. One link could not be sev- 
ered from this chain, united in all its 
parts, without an entire dissolution 
of all the bonds of union; and one 
State cannot dissolve the union among 
all the States. Yet Carolina admits this 
to be the inevitable consequence of the 
separation of that State; for, in the ad- 
dress of her convention, she declares 
that ‘the separation of South Carolina 
would inevitably produce a general dis- 
solution of the Union.” Has the Govern- 
ment of the Union no power to preserve 
itself from destruction, or must we sub- 
mit to a ‘general dissolution of the 
Union’ whenever any one State thinks 
proper to issue the despotic mandate ? 
It was the declared object of our ances- 
tors, the hope of their children, that 
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they had formed ‘a PERPETUAL Union.’ 
The original compact of Carolina with 
her sister States, by which the confed- 
eracy was erected, is called ‘ Articles of 
Confederation and perpetual Union.’ In 
the thirteenth article of this confederacy, 
it is expressly declared that ‘ the Union 
shall be perpetual ;’ and in the ratifica- 
tion of this compact, South Carolina 
united with her sister States in declar- 
ing : ‘ And we do further solemnly plight 
and engage the faith of our respective 
constituents’ that ‘the Union shall be 
perpetual ;’ and may she now withdraw 
this pledge without a violation of the 
compact ? By the old confederacy, then, 
the Union was perpetual ; and the de- 
clared object of the Constitution was to 
form ‘a more perfect Union’ than that 
existing under the former confederacy. 
Now, would this Union be more perfect 
under the new than the old confeder- 
acy, if by the latter the Union was per- 
petual, but, under the former, limited in 
its duration at the will of a single 
State ? 

The advocates of secession claim the 
constitutional power for cach State to 
annul, not only any law which the State 
may deem unconstitutional, but to 
abolish the Constitution itself as the 
law of the State. Now, by this Consti- 
tution, Carolina granted certain powers 
to the General Government: may she 
constitutionally alter or revoke the 
grant, in a manner repugnant to the 
provisions of that Constitution? That 
instrument points out the mode in 
which it may be changed or abrogated, 
and by which the several States may 
assume all or any of the powers granted 
to the General Government, namely, by 
the conjoint action of three fourths of 
the States. What, then, are the powers 
reserved to the State? The ninth ar- 
ticle of the Constitution of the Union 
declares that ‘the powers not delegated 
to the United States by the Constitu- 
tion, nor prohibited by it to the States, 
are reserved to the States respectively, 
or to the people.’ Then the powers 
delegated to the United States were 
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not reserved to the States or to the peo- 
ple. What is the meaning of the clause 
‘orto the people,’ as contradistinguished 
from ‘the States’? Does it mean that 
any of this mass of undefined powers, 
but embracing all not granted to the 
General Government, was reserved to 
the people of the United States in the 
aggregate? Then there would exist, 
and does now exist, a consolidated des- 
potism. No, it was to the people of each 
State the reservation was made. Then 
it follows, as a necessary consequence, 
that none of the powers granted to the 
General Government were reserved 
either to the States or the people of 
any State. That is, so far as the people 
of any one State had granted, by their 
own separate constitution, to the State 
government any powers not delegated 
to the General Government, the govern- 
ment of the State might exercise these 
powers, and so far as any of these un- 
delegated powers were not granted to 
the State government, by the people of 
the State, they were reserved to the 
people of each State. Now, one of the 
powers reserved to the people of each 
State is to change their form of State 
government, and resume the powers 
granted by it. But we have seen that 
neither the government or people of a 
State could resume ‘the powers dele- 
gated to the United States,’ because it 
was not one of the rights reserved to 
either. What! I am asked, cannot the 
people of a State abolish their form of 
governmeritt? Yes, in two modes: one 
in accordance with the Constitution, 
and the other by a revolution. Could 
the people of Carolina or Mississippi 
change or abolish their State constitu- 
tion, except in the mode prescribed by 
that instrument, unless by a revolu- 
tion? And the same power, the people 
of Carolina, that formed for them their 
State constitution, ratified and rendered 
obligatory upon them the Constitution 
of the Union ; and can the one and not 
the other be abolished, except by a re- 
volution, in any other mode than that 
prescribed by the Constitution? No; 
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the people of Carolina, and of all the 
States, as distinct communities, in rati- 
fying the Constitution of the Union, 
renderered it binding upon the people 
of every State, by the declaration that 
‘this Constitution shall be the supreme 
law of the land, and that the judges in 
every State shall be bound thereby, 
anything in the Constitution or laws of 
any State to the contrary notwithstand- 
ing.’ Here we see the distinction be- 
tween the State and the people of the 
State again recognized and confirmed, 
and the ‘ State,’ by its ‘laws,’ and the 
people of the State, by the formation of 
a constitution, expressly prohibited 
from arresting the operation of the 
Constitution of the United States, as 
‘the supreme law of the land, ‘in 
every State.’ If Carolina secede, she 
must form a constitution, by which she 
will assume the powers granted to the 
General Government, and vest them in 
the government of the State. Here she 
would be met by the former act of the 
people of Carolina, declaring that they 
had abandoned the power to form for 
themselves a constitution by which the 
Constitution of the Union would cease 
within their limits to be ‘ the supreme 
law of the land.’ Nor did the framers 
of the Constitution mean to say only 
that the then existing Constitutions of 
the States ratifying the compact should 
be subordinate to the Constitution of 
the Union ; for then, also, only the exist- 
ing laws of any State were required to 
be subordinate to the Constitution of 
the Union; but both are placed on the 
same basis. The power of a State to 
nullify by its laws, or secede by form- 
ing a new constitution, are both denied 
in the same clause and sentence of the 
American Constitution. The language 
is clear, that the Constitution of the 
Union shall be ‘ the supreme law of the 
land, and ‘binding in every State,’ 
‘anything in the Constitution or laws 
of any State to the contrary notwith- 
standing.’ The terms are ‘shall be ;’ it 
is the language of command, it is pro- 
spective, it was binding when subscrib- 
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ed, now, and forever. Or, was Carolina 
never bound by this compact, and 
might she, the very day after it was 
ratified by her people, disregard it alto- 
gether, secede, and establish a constitu- 
tion directly repugnant to the Constitu- 
tion of the Union? If so, written con- 
stitutions are worse than useless; they 
are not obligatory, there is no penalty 
for their violation; obedience to then, 
cannot be enforced ; there is no govern. 
ment but that of opinion, fluctuating 
and uncertain, undefined and undefina. 
ble, which is paramount to the funda. 
mental law. This is what the despots 
of Europe call our government, and why 
they predict its downfall—a prediction 
now in the course of fulfilment, if these 
anarchical principles can be recognized 
as the doctrines of the Constitution. 
There is no difference between the 
doctrines or acts of Jefferson and Jack- 
son on this subject. Both admit nulli- 
fication or secession as a revolutionary 
measure ; and the new doctrine of sus- 
pending a law by a nullifying edict 
finds not the remotest support from Mr. 
Jefferson. In his celebrated draught 
of the Kentucky resolutions, so much 
relied on by Carolina, we have seen, he 
speaks of these powers of the people of 
any State as ‘a natural right,’ and so is 
revolution ; and the cases to which he 
refers are such as render a revolution 
unavoidable, namely, if Congress pass 
an act ‘so palpably against the Consti- 
tution as to amount to an undisguised 
declaration that the compact is not 
meant to be the measure of the powers 
of the General Government.’ Is there 
now such a case? if there is, revolution 
is justifiable. Why then ask any other 
remedy than revolution for a case where 
revolution would be unavoidable? And 
SECESSION IS REVOLUTION. But did 
Mr. Jefferson mean to say that when- 
ever any State should place its laws or 
Constitution, by nullification or seces- 
sion, in opposition to the laws of the 
General Government, that the power of 
the General Government must not be 
exerted? The very reverse. The act 
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of Congress of the 8d of March, 1807, 
‘signed and approved by Mr. Jefferson 
as President, expressly authorizes the 
President of the United States to ‘ em- 
ploy such part of the land and naval 
force of the United States as may be 
necessary ’ to execute ‘the laws of the 
United States.” Does this mean, as 
General Hayne tells us in his proclama- 
tion, to execute the laws against insur- 
gents not sustained by any law of the 
State? No; this act was passed at the 
very time when Pennsylvania was pro- 
ceeding, by virtue of a law of the State, 
to execute, by an armed force, the man- 
date of the State in opposition to the 
mandate of the Federal authorities ; and 
the officer of Pennsylvania, acting under 
the mandate of the Governor and a 
positive law of the State, was con- 
demned for executing a law of the 
State opposed to the mandate of the 
General Government, and only escaped 
punishment by the pardon of President 
Madison: and thus falls the very basis 
of the doctrine of nullification. Here is 
a commentary by Messrs. Jefferson and 
Madison, demonstrating their entire 
concurrence with our present Chief Ma- 
gistrate. And, if any further evidence 
of Mr. Jefferson’s views were wanting, 
it is to be found in his letters, already 
referred to, protesting against a separa- 
tion of the Union, and denying the 
right of a State to ‘ veto’ an act of Con- 
gress; and in many other letters to be 
found in his memoirs, insisting upon 
the power even of the old confederacy 
to exercise ‘CoERCION over its delin- 
quent members,’ the States. ‘ Compul- 
sion,’ he says, ‘was never so easy as in 
our case, where a single frigate would 
levy on the commerce of a State the 
deficiency of its contributions ; nor more 
safe than in the hands of Congress, 
which has always shown that it would 
wait, as it ought to do, to the last ex- 
tremities, before it would exercise any 
of its powers which are disagreeable.’ 
Here, then, we find Mr. Jefferson most 
distinctly admitting the power of Con- 
gress under the old, as in 1807 he ad- 
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mitted under the present confederacy, 
to compel a State by rorce to obey the 
laws of the Union. Why, then, is Gen- 
eral Jackson denounced as a tyrant, for 
doing that which his oath and the Con- 
stitution compel him to do? Suppose 
any State, by its ordinance, should ar- 
rest the passage of the mail through 
their limits, upon the pretext that the 
law was unconstitutional: the acts of 
Congress place at the disposal of the 
President the militia of any one or all 
of the States, or ‘the land or naval 
force of the United States, to execute 
the law of the Union in every State, by 
whomsoever resisted or opposed. The Con- 
stitution and his oath command him to 
execute the laws; he must execute 
them, and the mail must pass on, 
though the edict of a single State 
should attempt to arrest it by nullifica- 
tion or secession. Such, too, was the 
opinion of Mr. Jefferson ; and that illus- 
trious patriot would have laid his head 
on the block, and blessed the hand that 
severed it from his body, rather than 
sever the Union by the promulgation 
of the doctrines now ascribed to him. 
What are the consequences of this right 
of a State to secede from the Union ? 
—this right of revolution, without the 
power of the General Government to 
preserve the Union? Any one State may 
arrest, to-morrow, the mail of the 
Union, and its passage from State to 
State, and refuse it a passage forever. 
Pennsylvania, a central State, may sep- 
arate the North from the South, pre- 
vent all intercommunication, render 
our country a republic divided and 
indefensible. Louisiana, purchased by 
taxes imposed upon the people of all 
the States, may secede and establish a 
separate and independent government, 
lay protective or prohibitory imposts 
on the imports and exports of this State 
and of the West, carried through her 
ports and the outlets of the Mississip- 
pi. She might say, I will protect my 
own cotton planters, by prohibitory 
duties on the cotton of Mississippi or 
the West, or the tmports designed to be 

















exchanged for it, shipped through my 
ports or through the outlet of the Mis- 
sissippi: it is my interest to do so; for 
thus I can deprive the cotton planters 
of Mississippi and the West of a mar- 
ket ; thus compel them to abandon the 
culture of that staple, and sell my own 
cotton at a higher price. Louisiana 
asserts no such doctrines; but, if she 
did, could Mississippi, could the West 
admit them? and, in the last resort, 
would not the Government force a pas- 
sage for our imports and exports by 
the sword? Yes; for as well might 
you take the heart from the human 
body and bid it live, as sever Louisiana 
from the States that border on the Mis- 
sissippi, and bid these States to prosper. 
No; Louisiana holds the outlet of that 
stream through which the life blood of 
their commerce and industry must for- 
ever flow; and we never could admit 
her right to secede from the Union, and 
dictate the terms on which we should 
use the outlet of that stream, whose 
banks were destined by heaven itself as 
the residence of a united people. Not 
only Louisiana, but State by State that 
borders on the Atlantic or the Gulf, 
might secede, seclude the West from 
the ocean, and render them the tribu- 
taries of the seaboard States, by laying 
prohibitory duties on their imports and 
exports. Could we submit to this? 
Not while the West contained a gun to 
use, or a man to shoulder it. 

And may Carolina secede and estab- 
lish an independent government? Did 
she establish her own independence ? 
No, it was achiéved by the arms and 
purchased by tlie blood of Americans, 
with the banner of the Union floating 
over them. I know the valor of Caro- 
lina, that, man to man, she is invincible ; 
but, unaided and alone, she would have 
fallen in the Revolution. She would 
have fallen gloriously, her soil would 
have drunk the blood of her children ; 
but still she must have fallen in the 
unequal contest. When Carolina was 
made the battlefield of the Revolution, 
from the very rock of Plymouth and 
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the heights of Bunker Hill, from Penn- 
sylvania, from Virginia, American citi- 
zens flew to her rescue. Side by side 
with Carolina’s sons they marched be- 
neath the banner of the Union; they 
fought, they conquered ; Carolina was 
redeemed from bondage, but upon her 
many and well-fought fields was min- 
gled the blood and repose the ashes of 
our common ancestors, the pledges of 
our Union in victory and in death. 
Shades of these departed patriots ! 
arise, and say to the sons of Carolina, 
it was the Union that made you free. 
Without it, you would yet be subjects, 
colonial vassals, and slaves ; without it, 
the chains are now forging that will 
bind you to the thrones of despots. And 
could we stand with folded arms, and 
behold the Union dissolved? Could 
we see the seventeen thousand freemen 
of Carolina, who cling with the grasp 
of death to the banner of the Union, 
deprived of their privileges as Ameri- 
can citizens, proscribed, disfranchised, 
expelled from all offices, civil and mili- 
tary, driven by glittering bayonets from 
the bench and the jury box, tried and 
convicted by judges and jurors sworn 
to condemn, attainted as traitors, torn 
from the last embraces of wives and 
children, consigned to the scaffold or 
the block, or immured within the walls 
of a dungeon, where the light of heaven 
or liberty should never visit them, with 
no consolation but their patriotism, and 
no companions but their chains? And, 
gracious Heaven, for what? Oh! Lib- 
erty, when was thy sacred temple pro- 
faned by deeds like this? Thy martyrs 
suffered only for clinging to the banner 
of the American Union. And could we 
see them torn from around that sacred 
banner, and move not to their rescue ? 
No; the glow that beams on every 
countenance, the patriot’s answer that 
from every throbbing breast, 
proclaims that, as in °76 our fathers 
marched to free their sires from ty- 
rants’ power, so would their children 
go, to save from death or bondage 
Carolina’s friends of union—with them, 
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beneath the standard of our common 
country, to die or conquer. 

Citizens of Mississippi, to you the 
address of the nullifying convention of 
Carolina makes a special appeal. It 
asks, if Carolina secedes from the Union, 
‘Can it be believed that Georgia, Mis- 
sissippi, Tennessee, and even Kentucky 
would continue to pay a tribute of fifty 
per cent. upon their consumption to 
the Northern States for the privilege 
of being united to them, when they 
could receive all their supplies through 
the ports of South Carolina, without 
paying a single cent for tribute?’ To 
this question, Georgia has already an- 
swered, by expressing her ‘ abhorrence’ 
of the doctrine of nullification, her firm 
. resolve to ddhere to the Union. Ten- 
nessee has made the same response. 
Kentucky, in a voice of thunder, an- 
swers, Vo, we will preserve the Union 
as it is. And will Mississippi receive 
the bribe thus offered to dissolve the 
Union? What is it? The privilege 
of exchanging our exports for imports 
free of duty, in the ports of Carolina; 
and then would Carolina pay the taxes 
to raise and maintain an army, or a 
navy, and protect ourcommerce? But 
if she could, nature pronounces the 
project impracticable. Our commerce 
must flow through the outlet ,of the 
Mississippi; and how would our ex- 
ports reach the ports of Carolina—how 
would our imports thence be received ? 
Through the outlet of the Mississippi ? 
No, that outlet and its ports would 
then be in the hands of Louisiana—in 
that event, to us a hostile foreign gov- 
ernment, from which we had severed 
ourselves. For let it not be forgotten 
that Louisiana is not even invited to 
join this new confederacy; and if she 
were, is announcing her unalterable 
determination to adhere to the Union 
as itis. Then, through the outlet of 
the Mississippi our commerce could not 
be carried on with the ports of Caro- 
lina; for Louisiana, as we have seen be- 
fore, would meet and stop our exports 
and imports with prohibitory duties, 
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Would we move up the Mississippi or 
Ohio to reach the ports of Carolina, or 
any other market? There we would 
find the confederates from whom we 
had severed ; we would find a foreign 
government, and prohibitory duties 
would exclude our access to Carolina’s 
ports in that direction. How would 
we reach them? The only other route, 
if Georgia and Alabama would grant the 
boon for Carolina’s benefit, would be 
to pass through those States by land 
to Charleston, with our cotton, and re- 
turn by land with the imports received 
in exchange. A trip of one thousand 
miles by wagon road with cotton! 
The entire value of the crop would not 
pay for its transportation. Is this the 
proposition of Carolina? What is the 
only commerce we could carry on with 
her? By abandoning the culture of 
cotton upon our fertile lands, for the 
benefit of Carolina, and our planters all 
becoming drovers of horses, mules, and 
cattle, to exchange for her imports, and 
return with them, packed on the num- 
ber unsold of our mules and horses. 
And are these the benefits for which 
we are asked to dissolve the Union, and 
place the channel of the Misissippi 
above and below, and its outlet, in the 
hands of a foreign government, deny- 
ing a passage ascending or descending, 
to our imports or exports, and exclud- 
ing us from the ocean altogether? If 
Carolind’s scheme were practicable, 
Mississippi would not sell the Union 
for dollars and cents; but though the 
scheme might be beneficial to Carolina, 
by stopping the culture of cotton on 
our fertile soil, to the people of this 
State it is ruin immediate and inevi- 
table. The remedy Carolina proposes 
to us for the Tariff, is worse than the 
disease. The disease is not mortal—it 
is now in a course of cure; but Caro- 
lina’s remedy is death—it is suicide ; for 
the dissolution of the Union is political 
suicide, 

A Southern convention is proposed, 
of the States of North and South Caro- 
lina, Tennessee, Virginia, Georgia, Ala- 
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bama, and Mississippi. Ifthe object be 
a confederacy of these States, without 
Louisiana and the Western, Middle, and 
Northern States, if patriotism, or love 
for the Union were insufficient to re- 
strain us from attempting this fatal 
measure, we have seen that it would 
blast forever the fortunes of the planters 
of Mississippi. But what States will 
unite in this convention? Georgia has 
disavowed the act of the self-constitu- 
ted, self-elected minority convention 
that acted in her name. The history 
of Virginia speaks in the voice of indig- 
nant rebuke to all those States that as- 
semble sectional conventions. North 
Carolina, unassuming, but steadfast in 
support of the Union, will enter into 
no such convention. Alabama, if her 
public meetings and journals and her 
chief magistrate speak the voice of the 
State, will send no delegates. Tennes- 
see, brave and patriotic, devoted to the 
Union, and sustaining its banner in 
war and in peace, meets the proposi- 
tion with a decided refusal. I imagine, 
then, our delegates would return with- 
out finding this Southern convention. 
I am opposed to all sectional conven- 
tions. We have had one such conven- 
tion, and, whatever the secret motives 
of its members may have been, the very 
fact that it was a sectional convention, 
that it was believed to be convened to 
calculate the value of the Union, that 
it was supposed to have in view an 
Eastern confederacy, has sealed the 
doom of its members and projectors. 
And when the calm shall follow the 
storm, a similar fate awaits all who will 
go into this Southern convention. I 
trust there never will be another par- 
tial convention, Northern, Southern, 
Eastern, or Western ; for, whether assem- 
beld at Hartford or Columbia, they are 
equally dangerous to the Union of the 
States. They create and inflame geo- 
graphical parties, Could the North, 
assembled in convention, have that full 
knowledge of the situation and wants of 
the people of the South, as to legislate 
for them, and propose ultimatums to 
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which the South must submit, or leave 
the Union? Could the South possess that 
full knowledge of the situation and 
wants and interests of the people of all 
the other States, as to enable them to dic- 
tate the terms on which the Union should 
be governed or dissolved ? No; it is only 
in a meeting of all the States, in Con 

or convention, that that knowledge of 
the wants and interests of all, and that 
fusion of sentiment and opinion, and 
spirit of concession, can exist, in which 
the Constitution was framed, and all 
its powers should be exercised. 

If we hold Southern conventions, 
then will there be Northern, Eastern, 
and Western conventions, and they will 
overthrow the Union. Partial confed- 
eracies will first be formed, and then, 
as Mr. Jefferson most truly tells us, 
would speedily follow the formation 
of a separate and independent govern- 
ment by each State. What is it we 
are asked to abandon, and for what ? 
That Union which ushered in the morn 
of American Liberty, and gave birth 
to the Declaration of Independence ; 
which carried our armies victoriously 
through the storms of the Revolution 
and the last war, and now waves tri- 
umphantly in every sea, the kindred em- 
blem of our country’s glory. It gave us 
Washington—it gave us liberty, and 
bears our name aloft among the nations 
of the earth. It is our only rampart in 
war—our only safeguard in peace, and 
under its auspices we declared, achiev- 
ed, maintained, and can alone preserve 
our liberties. It is the only basis of 
our solid and substantial interests, and 
the last star of hope to the oppressed 
of every clime. Shall we calculate its 
value? No! for we will not estimate 
the value of liberty—and ‘liberty and 
union are inseparable.’ Dissolve this 
Union, and let each State become, as 
Mr. Jefferson truly tells us it would, a 
separate government, could we pre- 
serve our liberties? Where would be 
the army and navy and seamen of the 
State of Mississippi? how to be pro- 
cured, and how to be maintained and 
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paid? Where would be her ambassa- 
dors and treaties, her commerce—and 
through what ports and by whose per- 
mission would she ship her exports or 
introduce her imports? Who would 
respect her flag, who recognize her as 
a nation—and how would she punish 

ions upon her rights, on the 
ocean or the land? No, fellow citi- 
zens ; the President truly tells us that 
‘separate independence’ is a ‘ dream’ 
—a dream from which we would wake 
in bondage or in death. But, if dis- 
graced abroad, what would be our situ- 
ation at home, as separate bordering 
and hostile States—-and how long could 
we remain in peace and concord? The 
voice of history tells us—the blood- 
stained fields of our sister republics of 
America proclaim, that disunion would 
be the signal for waR—a war of con- 
quest, in which the weak would fall 
before the power of the strong; and 
upon the ruins of this now happy 
Union might arise the darkest despot- 
ism that ever crushed the liberties of 
mankind, for it would be established 
and could only be maintained by the 
bayonet. Perhaps, while yet the civil 
war should rage with doubtful issue, 
while exhausted and bleeding at every 
pore, that sanguinary alliance of des- 
pots, combined to crush the liberties 
of man, would send its armies to our 
shores. Under what standard would 
we rally to preserve our liberty? 
There would be no Union—without it 
there would be no strength ; and those 
who, united, could defy the world in 
arms, divided would be weak and 
powerless. Such are the ultimate re- 
sults of disunion. Let us take the first 
step, and all may be lost forever. 
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That step is nullification by Carolina, 
then her secession—then, as she truly 
tells us in her address, ‘ the separation 
of South Carolina would inevitably 
produce a general dissolution of the 
Union.’ And shall Carolina dissolve 
the Union? No; the liberties of all the 
States are embarked together, and if 
one State withdraw her single plank, 
the national vessel must go down to 
rise no more, and shipwreck the hopes 
of mankind. Let us then adjure the 
people of Carolina, by the ties of our 
common country and common kindred 
—by the ruin and disgrace which civil 
war will bring upon the victors and 
vanquished—by the untried horrors of 
those scenes to which disunion must 
conduct, to repeal her ordinance, and 
not to force upon us that dread alter- 
native, in which we must support the 
flag of our country, or surrender our 
Union and liberty without a struggle : 
that we cannot, we will not, we dare 
not, surrender them; and, if forced to 
draw the sword to defend our liberties, 
the motto will gleam on every blade: 
‘The Union shall be preserved.’ For were 
it abandoned, life would not be a bless- 
ing, but a curse; and happiest would 
those be whose eyes were closed in 
death ere they beheld the horrors of 
those scenes to which with viewless and 
rapid strides we seem to hasten. Well, 
fellow citizens, may our hearts be wrung 
with sorrow on this occasion, in look- 
ing back to what we were, and forward 
to what we may soon be. Well may 
the tears unbidden start, for they are 
the tears that patriots shed over the 
departing greatness of our once unit- 
ed, but now distracted and unhappy 
country. 














The Sioux War. 
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CoMPARED with the great storm of 
rebellion which has darkened and over- 
spread our whole national sky, the In- 
dian war on our northwestern frontier 
has been a little cloud “no bigger than 
a man’s hand;” and yet, compared 
with similar events in our history, it 
has scarcely a parellel. From the days 
of King Philip to the time of Black 
Hawk, there has hardly been an out- 
break so treacherous, so sudden, so bit- 
ter, and so bloody, as that which filled 
the State of Minnesota with sorrow and 
lamentation, during the past summer 
and autumn, and the closing scenes of 
which are even now transpiring. We 
were beginning to regard the poetry of 
the palisades as a thing of the past, 
when, suddenly, our ears were startled 
by the echo of the warwhoop, and the 
crack of the rifle, and our hearts ap- 
palled by the gleam of the tomahawk 
and the scalping knife, as they descend- 
ed in indiscriminate and remorseless 
slaughter, on defenceless women and 
children on our border. 

In the year 1851, the Sisseton, Wah- 
peton, M’dewakanton and Wahpekuta 
bands of Dacotah or Sioux Indians by 
treaty ceded to the United States, in 
consideration of certain annuities to be 
paid them, all their lands within the 
present limits of the States of Iowa 
and Minnesota, excepting a reservation 
set apart for their habitation and use, 
embracing a narrow strip along the 
southern side of the Minnesota River, 
of about ten miles in width and one 
hundred and fifty in length. To this 
reservation these four bands removed 
their people, numbering some seven 
thousand souls, of whom, perhaps, 
twelve hundred were warriors. Dur- 
ing the eleven years which have elapsed 
since this treaty was made, they have 
lived there, the State of Minnesota 
being meanwhile peopled by the whites 





with unparalleled rapidity, and the 
Indians seeing flourishing and popu- 
lous settlements springing up all about 
them. With but a single interruption, 
peace and amity has existed between 
the two races; missions, schools, and 
to some extent, agriculture, have been 
established among them; and a large 
number of halfbreeds, springing from 
marriages between white traders and 
Sioux women, have formed, apparently, 
a link of consanguinity and interest, 
which, aided by the influence and laws 
of civilization, would hereafter prevent 
any trouble or bloodshed on the part 
of the savages. 

One single and very grave interrup- 
tion to these peaceful relations has, 
however, occurred. In March, 1857, 
Inkpadutah, a Wahpekuta Dacotah, 
with a small band of followers, com- 
mitted a terrible massacre near Spirit 
Lake, in the northwestern corner of 
Iowa, slaying fifty persons, and carry- 
ing away four women into captivity, 
two of whom were, after some months, 
ransomed and restored to their friends, 
the other two having been previously 
murdered by their captors. But Ink- 
padutah and his band were outlaws, 
driven away by their own people for 
creating internal dissensions; and al- 
though the perpetrators were never 
properly pursued and punished, it was 
not thought that the outrage had been 
countenanced by the rest of the nation, 
or that any danger existed of similar 
acts on their part. 

The cause of the recent outbreak 
cannot, perhaps, be absolutely deter- 
mined ; the manner of its beginning is 
more easily traced. It must be under- 
stood that, for the purpose of receiving 
their annuities, the Indians, at a cer- 
tain period every summer, come down 
from their hunting grounds to the two 
Agencies, one at Redwood, near Fort 
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Ridgely, and the other at Yellow 
Medicine. It is the custom to keepa 
certain quantity of provisions at these 
Agencies to feed them during these 
visits, and also to sometimes send them 
supplies during times of great want and 
scarcity of game in winter. Unfortu- 
nately, they came last year much earlier 
than common, and before they had 
received their usual notification from 
the Agent, that the annuities were 
awaiting them. In addition, as if all 
the accidents were destined to be ad- 
verse, the session of Congress was very 
long, the Appropriation Bill, which 
included the Indian appropriations, 
did not pass until the day before the 
adjournment, and the immense pressure 
of business on the Departments, and 
the great difficulty of obtaining coin, 
all occasioned long and unusual delays. 
The coin, $71,000 in silver (Indians 
understand silver coin, and will scarce- 
ly take any other), was finally shipped 
by express from the sub-treasury in 
New York city, on the 12th of August, 
reached St. Paul on the 16th, and was 
immediately despatched by private 
conveyance to Yellow Medicine, via 
Fort Ridgely, at which latter place it 
arrived on the 18th. 

The Indians came down to the 
Agency at Yellow Medicine about the 
middle of July, to the number of four 
thousand, men, women, and children. 
Here they remained in waiting some 
three weeks. Provisions, in small 
quantities, were given to them, but for 
so large a number of mouths the ra- 
tions were scanty. This supply, with 
the few wild ducks and pigeons which 
they could shoot from time to time, the 
little flour they were able to buy on 
credit from the trading houses, and the 
half-grown potatoes they stole from the 
fields, enabled them to eke out a 
scanty subsistence. 

As might be readily imagined, this 
state of things bred great discontent. 
On the morning of the 4th of August, 
a large number of Indians came over 
from their encampment, and some on 
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horseback, and some on foot, with guns 
and hatchets, rushed to the door of the 
warehouse, cut it down, and com- 
menced carrying out bags of flour. 
The few soldiers who were stationed at 
the Agency, were, as well as the Agent 
and employés, taken completely off 
their guard by this movement; but in 
a short time they recovered themselves ; 
got a field piece loaded and turned 
upon the crowd, and sent a squad of 
soldiers to the warehouse. At these 
preparations, the Indians desisted ; but 
the military force was too small to 
make more than a formal demonstra- 
tion. The pile of flour taken out of 
the warehouse had not been carried 
away, and while the soldiers prevented 
this being done, the Indians placed a 
guard to hinder its being recovered by 
the whites. Thus they stood during 
the remainder of the day, in an attitude 
of mutual defiance, yet neither party 
was willing to inaugurate hostilities. 
The next morning, when the Indians 
again as usual flocked down to the 
Agency, a couple of arrests were 
promptly made by the guard. This 
had the effect of driving them all back 
to their camps. Almost immediately 
afterward they struck their tents, and 
removed to a distance of from two to 
four miles, This was looked upon at 
the Agency as a war movement, and all 
possible defensive preparations were at 
once made. Some of the women were 
sent away, guns and pistols were 
loaded, field pieces and troops were 
placed in position, and pickets were 
thrown out. Everything looked like 
war. Still there had been no actual 
bloodshed. Through the mediation of 
Rey. Mr. Riggs, who had long resided 
among them as a missionary, peaceful 
counsels finally prevailed with the In- 
dians. Thirty-six of the chiefs met 
the Agent in council, smoked the pipe 
of peace, acknowledged their offence, 
and expressed their sorrow and shame 
at its occurrence. Three days after- 
ward another council was held, in 
which they agreed to receive certain 

















rations, and promised to induce their 
people to move away until the annuity 
money should arrive. The Agent, on 
his part, forgave their trespass, and 
promised to send for them as soon as 
he should be prepared to make their 
payment. So confident was he that 
the arrangement was amicable and sat- 
isfactory, that he went soon afterward 
to St. Paul on business, leaving his 
family at the Agency. 

Things remained in this condition 
until Sunday, the 17th of August, 1862. 
On that day, four young Indians, be- 
longing to Little Six’s band, went to 
the house of Mr. Jones, at Acton, 
Meeker county, Minnesota. As they 
evinced an unfriendly disposition, Mr. 
Jones locked his house, and with his 
wife, went to the house of Mr. Howard 
Baker, a near neighbor, where he was 
followed by the Indians. They pro- 
posed to go out and shoot at a mark, 
but after leaving the house, suddenly 
turned and fired upon the party, mor- 
tally wounding Mr. and Mrs. Jones, 
Mr. Baker, and a Mr. Webster. Mrs. 
Baker, with a young child, concealed 
herself in the cellar and escaped. The 
Indians then returned to Jones’ house, 
which they broke into, killing a young 
woman who had been left there. This 
was the first bloodshed of the war. 

Up to this time there seems to have 
been no deliberate preparation, no con- 
certed arrangement for the outbreak 
against the whites. There was excite- 
ment and discontent among the In- 
dians on account of hunger, the delay 
of their payment, and the real or sup- 
posed wrongs and frauds committed by 
white traders and officials; but no 
organized hostile movement had been 
agreed on. They knew that a great 
war was in progress between the 
whites ; that armies were being raised, 
and the country was being drained of 
men. All this was known and dis- 
cussed among them. There are also 
grave suspicions, and not without con- 
siderable show of evidence, that rebel 
emissaries, Indians or half breeds from 
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the Missouri border, had been among 
them fomenting the discord and urg- 
ing war. 

When these four young men returned 
on the 18th to their band, which was 
then with others at the Sioux Agency 
at Redwood, the recital of their mur- 
ders created the most intense excite- 
ment among the Indians. They be- 
came infuriated at the idea of blood- 
shed. Before the whites were aware 
that trouble was brewing, Little Six’s, 
Little Crow’s, Grey Iron’s, and Good 
Road’s bands of M’dewakantons, and a 
part of the Lake Calhoun band, gather- 
ed around the buildings, and, with a 
general rush and yell, massacred the 
whites, some twenty-five in number, 
robbed and plundered the stores, and 
laid the whole place in ashes. 

The party who were conveying the 
annuity money to the Agency, reached 
Fort Ridgely on the afternoon of the 
same day, and there learned that the 
outbreak had taken place. A garrison 
of about seventy-five men was in the 
fort at the time the news of the mas- 
sacre reached it, and Captain Marsh, 
taking fifty of them, proceeded toward 
the Agency, fifteen miles up the river. 
In the evening twenty-one of the men 
returned, to tell that the detachment 
had fallen into an ambush, and that all 
the others, including the captain, were 
either killed or drowned. 

The Indians seem to have at once 
despatched messengers with the news 
of these hostilities to the bands at the 
Upper Sioux Agency, at Yellow Medi- 
cine. The chiefs there immediately 
called their followers into council, 
About one hundred Sissetons, Wahpe- 
tons, and thirty young Yanktons, were 
present. The council was stormy, and 
divided in sentiment; the, Sissetons 
urging the killing and robbing of the 
whites, saying the M’dewakantons had 
already gone so far that they could not 
make matters worse, and that, as the 
whites would inflict punishment upon 
all alike, the best thing to be done was 
to kill them and take their goods. 
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The Wahpeton chiefs, though willing 
to rob the whites, insisted on sparing 
their lives, and sending them off 
with their horses and wagons across 
the prairies. 

About one fourth of the Sioux, pre- 
vious to these events, had, through the 
efforts of the Government and mis- 
sionaries, renounced their savage life, 
and adopted the.customs of civiliza- 
tion. They had cut off the hair, discard- 
ed the blanket, adopted the civilized 
costume, and undertaken to live by the 
cultivation of the earth, instead of the 
chase. One of the chiefs who joined in 
this reform was An-pe-tu-to-ke-ca, or 
Other-Day, an Indian of more than 
ordinary intelligence and ability. He 
had been much among the whites, and 
was a convert to Christianity. Some 
years previous, while he was at Wash- 
ington city with a delegation of his 
tribe, a rather good-looking white 
woman, who had lost caste in society, 
fell in love with him, married him, and 
followed him to his Indian home in 
Minnesota. 

Other-Day took part in this delibera- 
tion. He arose and addressed the 
council, warning them against the con- 
sequences of the attack they were 
meditating. They might succeed in 
killing a few whites, he told them, but 
extermination or expulsion would be 
their fate if they did. But his pacific 
arguments produced no effect. To- 
ward evening, the Yanktons, Sissetons, 
and a few of the Wahpetons rose from 
the council, and moved toward the 
houses of the whites, to prepare for the 
attack. All the afternoon the Indians 
had been busy taking their guns to the 
blacksmith shop to have them repairegl, 
which the unsuspecting smith, being 
told they were going on a buffalo hunt, 
had done. 

Other-Day now left the council, took 
his wife and his gun, and went to warn 
the whites of the impending danger. 
They had, up to this time, known noth- 
ing whatever of the council. At his 


suggestion, sixty-two persons assembled 
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in one of the Agency buildings, gath- 
ered their arms, and prepared to defend 
themselves. Part of the farmer Indians 
assisted Other-Day in standing guard 
round the house that night, part of 
them guarded the house of Rev. Mr. 
Riggs, their old missionary, to whom 
they were very much attached, and 
another part joined the insurgents. 
Small bands of hostile Indians were 
seen prowling around the house during 
the night, and by the next morning it 
was nearly surrounded. At daybreak, 
several shots were fired near the ware- 
houses, some distance away, and then 
a triumphant yell was heard from the 
Indians as they broke into the stores 
and killed the inmates. At this, the 
savages who had prowled around the 
house during the night ran off to the 
scene of the riot to share in the booty ; 
and even the farmer Indians who had 
stood guard for the whites, excepting 
only Other-Day, followed them. 
Other-Day now advised the whites 
to make their escape, and offered to 
pilot them out of danger. They were 
at first inclined to doubt his faithful- 
ness; but in their extremity, finally 
consented to follow him. While the 
hostile Indians were occupied in the 
work of plundering the stores and 
warehouses, the whites managed to col- 
lect three two-horse wagons, and two 
buggies, and placing as many of the 
women and children as they could in 
these, the party, sixty-two persons in 
all, started off in a direction opposite 
to the usually travelled route. They 
reached and forded the Minnesota 
River, eluded pursuit, and after a three 
days’ march of great severity and pri- 
vation, under the faithful and success- 
ful guidance of Other-Day, they arrived 
at a place of safety. True among the 
treacherous, he should be gratefully re- 
membered, and liberally rewarded and 
protected for the remainder of his life, 
by the people of Minnesota and the 
Government of the United States. 
When he reached St. Paul, after the 
escape, he wrote the following, in 
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answer to the many questions asked 
him: 

“Tam a Dakota Indian, born and reared in 
the midst of evil. I grew up without the 
knowledge of any good thing. I have been 
instructed by Americans, and taught to read 
and write. This I found to be good. I be- 
came acquainted with the Sacred Writings, 
and there learned my vileness. At the pres- 
ent time, I have fallen into great evil and af- 
fliction, but have escaped from it; and with 
fifty-four men, women, and children, without 
moccasins, without food, and without a blank- 
et, I have arrived in the midst of a great peo- 
ple, and now my heart is glad. I attribute it 
to the mercy of the Great Spirit. 

AN-PE-TU-TO-KE-CA. 
. (Other-Day.)” 

Another party of about forty persons 
escaped from the vicinity of Yellow 
Medicine, under the guidance of the 
missionary, Rev. Mr. Riggs, who was 
also warned and aided by a few of the 
farmer Indians. 

Having thus successfully attacked 
and destroyed the Lower Agency, at 
Redwood, and the Upper Agency, at 
Yellow Medicine, and having obtained 
large supplies of arms and ammunition 
from the stores and warehouses they 
sacked at these points, part of the In- 
dians divided into small marauding 
bands, and scoured the country, at- 
tacking and murdering isolated set- 
tlers, burning houses, and stealing 
horses and cattle; but the larger por- 
tion remained together, and, under the 
leadership of Little Crow, planned fur- 
ther attacks. 

Fifteen miles below the Lower 
Agency, on the north bank of the Min- 
nesota, is Fort Ridgely; and twenty 
miles below the fort, on the southern 
bank of the river, is the town of New 
Ulm, which, as its name indicates, is 
mainly populated by German settlers. 
Early in the afternoon of Tuesday, 
August 19th, a party of citizens from 
New Ulm, returning from a neighbor- 
ing village, where they had gone to aid 
in recruiting volunteers for the Union 
army, were fired upon from an ambush 
by a number of mounted Indians, and 
several of them killed. Those who 
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escaped had barely time to get back to 
New Ulm and give the alarm before 
the Indians advanced upon the town, 
and began firing at long range upon 
the distressed and panic-stricken in- 
habitants, who were huddled together, 
in helpless confusion, in a few of the 
more protected houses. Fortunately, a 
squad of eighteen armed men from one 
of the lower counties had arrived there 
an hour or two previous. Only six of 
the number had good guns; but they 
immediately organized themselves, and 
went forward to meet the savages. By 
dint of determined coolness and bra- 
very, they held the Indians at bay, kill- 
ing several of them, until, seeing the 
town reénforced by another small party 
of mounted whites, the savages retreat- 
ed. The fight lasted two or three 
hours, and a number of the Germans 
were killed. 

Beaten back from New Ulm, the In- 
dians retraced their course up the river, 
and being joined by other bands, a 
concerted and deliberate attack was 
next made on Fort Ridgely. Like too 
many of our frontier forts, it is a fort 
only in name. Situated on a projecting 
spur of the river bluff, it is almost com- 
pletely encircled by deep and wooded 
ravines, the edges of which are within 
a stone’s throw of the buildings. A 
long, two story stone building with an 
ell, standing in the centre, and a num- 
ber of log and frame houses ranged 
around it in an irregular circle, with 
several barns and outhouses beyond 
them, constitute what is called the fort, 
but what is really only barracks for a 
small number of troops. 

When on Monday Captain Marsh left 
the fort to quell the disturbances at the 
Agency, only about twenty-five soldiers 
remained to protect it. After his party 
was cut up in ambush, only twenty- 
one, wounded and all, returned. 
Luckily, however, on Tuesday, two 
detachments of reénforcements, of 
about fifty men each, reached the gar- 
rison in safety. On the other hand, 
from the beginning of the outbreak, 
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the women and children of the sur- 
rounding country who had escaped 
massacre, sometimes a whole family, 
sometimes only a single member—now 
a mother, and then a child—fresh from 
the scenes of savage violence and 
blood, had been fleeing to the fort for 
safety, until the number had been 
swelled to some three hundred. Six 
cannon, a few old condemned muskets, 
and considerable supplies of provisions 
were fortunately in the fort. Such 
hurried preparations for defence as 
could be, were soon made. Small 
squads of Indians were seen prowling 
about during Monday and Tuesday, 
but they were promptly scattered by a 
shell from the howitzer, accurately 
planted by the veteran artillery ser- 
geant who was in charge of the guns. 
At a quarter past three o’clock on 
Wednesday afternoon, about three or 
four hundred Indians, led by Little 
Crow, advanced under cover of the 
woods and ravines to the attack of the 
garrison. It was a complete surprise, 
the first announcement being a deadly 
volley through one of the north en- 
trances into the parade ground of the 
fort. For a moment there was uncon- 
trollable confusion and alarm among 
the whites, and had a storming assault 
immediately followed, the fort must 
have fallen. ‘The garrison, however, 
quickly rallied, manned the guns, and 
poured a steady fire on their assailants. 
The Indians, as usual, took shelter be- 
hind every available cover—trees, ra- 
vines, outhouses, high grass and logs— 
the whites directing their return shots 
as best they could. In this way, a 
brisk fusilade was kept up until half- 
past six o’clock in the evening. A 
number of the outbuildings were fired 
by the enemy, but the flames did not 
reach the fort. The houses that re- 
mained nearer the fort were destroyed 
by the garrison after the enemy with- 
drew. The garrison lost twelve or 
fifteen men killed and wounded in this 
engagement. 
A night of terrible anxiety and sus- 
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pense succeeded, but there was no 
further disturbance. On the next day, 
Thursday, two more attacks, each last- 
ing about half an hour, were made, one 
at nine o'clock in the morning, and the 
other at six in the evening, but they 
were much feebler than the previous 
one, and easily repulsed. 

The final and most desperate attack 
occurred on Friday, the twenty-second. 
The garrison was engaged in strength- 
ening its defences, when, at one o’clock 
in the afternoon, the sentinel saw at 
two miles distance great numbers of 
Indians approaching on horseback. As 
they neared the fort they dismounted, 
and advancing from three different 
points under cover of the ravines, 
where the shells from the field pieces 
could do them but little damage, they 
opened a terrible fire on the garrison. 
But the previous two days’ siege had 
steadied the nerves of the whites, and 
they received the onslaught coolly, re- 
serving their fire until they could 
obtain a fair view of the enemy, and do 
effective execution. The “ big guns,” 
of which Indians stand in so great 
dread, were also well served. The 
fight raged all the afternoon, from two 
until half past six o’clock. Once the 
savages pressed up so near that the 
half breeds in the fort could distinguish 
the shout of the chiefs ordering a 
charge for the purpose of capturing the 
guns. It was a concerted movement ; 
a feint to draw the fire of the field 
pieces, and an immediate rush was 
made to secure them before they could 
be reloaded. But the old artillery ser- 
geant was not to be trapped; he re- 
served the fire of his own gun, and 
when the storming party emerged into 
open view, he planted a shell among 
them which sent them howling back to 
their shelter. At nightfall the savages 
reluctantly gave up the siege and re- 
tired, carrying away a considerable 
number of killed and wounded. Those 
in the fort escaped miraculously ; only 
one man being killed, and three or four 
slightly wounded. 














The next morning, Saturday, the In- 
dians were seen again approaching the 
fort, apparently to renew the attack ; 
but it was soon discovered they were 
withdrawing, to wreak their thwarted 
vengeance on the devoted town of 
New Ulm.- In the interim since the 
first attack, the town had been reén- 
forced by about one hundred volun- 
teers, and had also been put in a partial 
state of defence. Fire, murder, and 
pillage marked the way of the savages 
toward it; the garrison noted their 
approack by the clouds of smoke 
which the burning dwellings of the 
settlers sent up to heaven. 

The Indians reached and again 
attacked New Ulm, on Sunday morn- 
ing at about eleven o’clock. The com- 
manding officer of the whites had 
placed pickets, and a considerable part 
of his force to support them, along the 
outer edge of the town toward the 
foe; but so fierce and impetuous was 
the attack, that the whites were forced 
back into the town at the first onset of 
the enemy, giving them possession of 
several of the outer buildings, from 
which they pushed their further opera- 
tions. But the garrison soon rallied, 
and obstinately held their ground. 
Finding themselves so unexpectedly 
held at bay, the Indians, who were to 
the windward, set fire one after another 
to the buildings they held, thus liter- 
ally burning their way into the town. 
All day long this continued. Toward 
evening, the whites found they had been 
forced back, inch by inch, by the fire 
and smoke and the swift leaden mes- 
sengers of death, until nearly one half 
of the town was lost; but they rallied 
once more, made a vigorous charge on 
the foe, and drove them out. At this 
the Indians withdrew, forming them- 
selves into three parties, and camped a 
short distance off, making the night 
hideous with fiendish yells and the 
horrid music of their war dances, 
During the night the garrison retreated 
into a still smaller and more defensible 
part of the town, committing the rest 


The Sioux War. 





201 


to flames. A brief demonstration was 
made by the enemy on the following 
morning, but finding the whites so 
well posted, they finally abandoned the 
contest and withdrew. The whites, 
exhausted and cut up, joyfully wel- 
comed a cessation of hostilities. Dur- 
ing the day they evacuated the town, 
bringing off what remained of the gar 
rison in safety. In this battle they lost 
ten killed, and about fifty wounded, 
while the Indians lost about forty. 
They were seen to haul off four wagon 
loads of dead. 

The events thus far narrated cover a 
period of nine days, and, though form- 
ing the principal ones, were by no 
means the only events of that brief 
time. The contagion of murder, arson, 
and rapine spread over the whole area 
of country on which the Indians lived 
and roved, embracing a district one 
hundred miles in width by two hun- 
dred in length. Fort Abercrombie, 
situated at the upper end of this vast 
tract, was surrounded and besieged, as 
Fort Ridgely at the lower end had 
been. Throughout the intermediate 
region, scattering partics of the savages 
appeared in the isolated villages and 
settlements, spreading death and deso- 
lation. Local conditions exaggerated 
and heightened the horrors of the insur- 
rection. The population of Minnesota, 
and particularly of. these exposed re- 
gions, unlike that of the lower Western 
States, whose settlers, trained in border 
warfare, were familiar with savage 
craft and cruelty, and inherited the 
prowess and spirit of daring adventure 
which possessed Daniel Boone, was 
largely made up of foreign emigrants, 
Germans, French, Norwegians, and 
Swedes. They were unaccustomed to 
danger, and unused to arms. They 
had. lived for years in confidence and 
daily intercourse with the Indians. 
Engaged in the absorbing labor of 
building and providing their new 
homes, they were without guns or 
other weapons of defence. Still worse, 
the war for the Union had called into 
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its ranks a large proportion of their 
young, active, and able-bodied men, 
and left only the women and children 
to gather the harvest and guard the 
hearthstone. Upon their heads this 
storm burst suddenly, and with a terror 
which deprived them of all courage 
and resource to resist it. Emboldened 
by the feeble opposition they met, and 
maddened by the carnival of blood in 
which they rioted, the savages in- 
dulged in cruelties and barbarities too 
horrible to recount in detail. The 
Governor of Minnesota, in a special 
message to the Legislature of the State, 
thus paints them: 


‘Infants hewn into bloody chips of flesh, or 
nailed alive to door posts to linger out their 
little life in mortal agony, or torn untimely 
from the womb of the murdered mother, and in 
cruel mockery cast in fragments on her pulse- 
less and bleeding breast; rape joined to mur- 
der in one awful tragedy ; young girls, even 
children of tender years, outraged by their bru- 
tal ravishers, till death ended their shame and 
suffering ; women held in captivity to undergo 
the horrors of a living death ; whole families 
burned alive; and as if their devilish fury 
could not glut itself with outrages on the liv- 
ing, its last efforts exhausted in mutilating the 
bodies of the dead; such are the spectacles, 
and a thousand nameless horrors besides, 
which their first experience of Indian war 
has burned into the brains and hearts of our 
frontier people.’.... 


A wild panic ensued. Those who 
escaped the tomahawk and scalping 
knife fled in consternation and dismay, 
abandoning their little earthly all, leav- 
ing their cattle astray on the prairies, 
and their crops uncut and ungathered 
in the fields; some fleeing with such 
precipitation as to leave their food un- 
touched on the table, where but a mo- 
ment before it had been spread for the 
daily repast. Women and children 
wandered for days in the woods, sub- 
sisting on nuts and berries. Every 
road was lined with fugitives, and all 
the villages were crowded with their 
surrounding population. The refugees 
poured by hundreds into the city of St. 
Paul, situated from eighty to one hun- 
dred and fifty miles from the scenes of 
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the outbreak ; and many, who were able 
to do so, embarked on the first depart- 
ing steamers, and hurried away from 
the State. It is estimated that ten 
large and flourishing counties were 
almost completely depopulated. 

It so happened that a portion of the 
volunteers recruited for the Union 
army had not yet been ordered out of 
the State. Though poorly equipped 
and supplied, they were at once sent 
into the field against the Indians, and 
they served as a nucleus around which 
the irregular organizations could rally. 
Every old gun, pistol, knife, or other 
Weapon was cleaned up; every pound 
of powder and lead was bought and 
distributed ; and horses were impressed 
by military authority, with which to 
extemporize cavalry companies. The 
surrounding States promptly sent what 
aid they could in men, guns, and car- 
tridges. The Governor by proclama- 
tion authorized the formation of com- 
panies of scouts and rangers in. the 
threatened neighborhoods. Very soon 
after the outbreak, Colonel H. H. 
Sibley, an experienced frontiersman, 
having a thorough knowledge of 
Indian habits and character, was on 
the march against them, with about 
one thousand men. The General 
Government augmented these forces as 
rapidly as possible, and sent Major- 
General Pope to assume command of 
the Indian Department. 

Hearing of Colonel Sibley’s approach, 
Little Crow retreated to Yellow Medi- 
cine, taking with him a large baggage 
train of plunder, and about one hun- 
dred white prisoners, chiefly women 
and children, whom he had captured 
at different places, and whom, with a 
few exceptions, they did not specially 
maltreat, but compelled to labor at 
camp drudgery. ‘ 

Colonel Sibley pushed on with his 
forces, sending in advance a cavalry 
detachment, which reached and re- 
lieved Fort Ridgely on the 27th of 
August, after it had been besieged for 
nine days. He himself arrived at that 











post with the remainder of his troops 
on the following day. On the 3ist, he 
sent out a detachment of two com- 
panies, one mounted, a fatigue party of 
twenty men, and seventeen teams and 
teamsters, to reconnoitre the neighbor- 
ing settlements and to bury the dead. 
They proceeded to the Minnesota river 
opposite the Lower Agency, and found 
and buried sixteen corpses the first 
day. The next day they continued 
their search, finding and burying fifty- 
four. That night they encamped on 
the open prairie, near the upper timber 
of the Birch Coolie creek, three miles 
from the Lower Agency. At about 
four o’clock of the next morning, Sep- 
tember 2, one of their sentinels shouted, 
“Indians!” and almost immediately, a 
shower of balls rained upon the camp. 
From this first fire, and during the 
confusion attending it, the detachment 
suffered severely. They soon, however, 
gained the shelter of their wagons, and 
from behind them and the piles of 
dead horses which literally covered the 
ground, they returned a vigorous fire 
upon their assailants, meanwhile dig- 
ging arifle pit as they fought. It was 
a fierce morning’s battle, and the foe, 
in largely superior numbers, had nearly 
surrounded and captured them when 
reénforcements arrived. So hot was the 
attack, that one of the tents was found 
to have one hundred and forty bullet 
holes through it. 

The boldness and severity of this 
attack, demonstrated to Colonel Sibley 
the necessity for an increase of force 
and very cautious movements, and 
accordingly he fell back to the neigh- 
borhood of Fort Ridgely. Anxious 
also to obtain the release of the white 
prisoners in Little Crow's camp, and 
fearing that if he won a decided suc- 
cess in battle they would be murdered, 
he determined to resort to negotiation. 
He therefore wrote the following note 
and left it fastened to a stake, on the 
ground where the last battle had taken 
place : 

‘If Little Crow has any propositions to 
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make to me, let him send a halfbreed to me, 
and he shall be protected in and out of my 
camp. H. H. Suscer, 

Col. Com. Military Expedition.’ 


A day or two afterward, two half 
breeds came into his camp under a 
flag of truce, bringing a note signed 
‘ Little Crow, his mark,’ excusing and 
justifying his attack on the whites. 
Colonel Sibley replied, ‘ Little Crow, 
you have murdered many of our peo- 
ple without cause. Return me the 
prisoners under a flag of truce, and I 
will talk with you like aman.’ After 
the lapse of a few days, another mes- 
sage came from Little Crow, stating 
that he had one hundred and fifty-five 
prisoners, and asking what he could 
do to make peace. Colonel Sibley 
replied that his young men had been 
committing more murders, and that 
was not the way to make peace. 

Having learned from several sources 
that serious dissensions had broken out 
in the Indian camp, and having also 
received the needed reénforcements, 
Colonel Sibley left Fort Ridgely on the 
12th of September, and marched up 
the Minnesota river to Wood Lake, 
near Yellow Medicine, arriving there 
on the 22d following. Little Crow 
was encamped in the vicinity with his 
braves. The savages, however, had 
become demoralized, and he could no 
longer control them. Little Crow 
desired to make an attack that night, 
but his opponents told him in council 
that if he was a brave Indian he would 
fight the white man by daylight. 
Accordingly, next morning he attacked 
Colonel Sibley’s forces with three hun- 
dred of his warriors, the others refusing 
to join in the fight. After a sharp two- 
hours’ battle the Indians were com- 
pletely routed, losing thirty killed, and 
a proportionate number of wounded. 
The whites lost four killed, and forty 
wounded. 

This battle substantially ended the 
war. The Indians retreated, and the 
whites pursued them to Lac Qui Parle. 
Four days afterward, a camp of about 
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one hundred and fifty lodges of In- 
dians and halfbreeds separated from 
Little Crow’s party, met Colonel Sibley 
in council, surrendered themselves, and 
formally delivered up to him ninety- 
one white prisoners, and over one hun- 
dred halfbreeds, whom they had 
obtained. Other parties came in after- 
ward, surrendering themselves uncon- 
ditionally, until between two and three 
thousand Indians, of all sexes and ages, 
were in the hands of the troops as 
prisoners of war. A military commis- 
sion was appointed to try the ring- 
leaders and worst offenders, and over 
three hundred of them were convicted 
and sentenced to death. Before this 
paper is printed, some, at least, of 
these, will have expiated their crimes 
on the gallows. Little Crow, with a 
small but desperate band of followers, 
succeeded in making his escape to 
Devil’s Lake in Dakota Territory. 

The future disposition of the Indians 
of the State of Minnesota is one of the 
most perplexing minor questions of the 
day. In their present location, the 
feud of race engendered by the insur- 
rection will only die with the genera- 





‘ Dead!’ 


tion that witnessed its beginning. 
Humanitarian impulses and humanita- 
rian duties are forgotten in the fierce 
thirst for private vengeance. With 
one voice, the people of that State de- 
mand the removal or threaten the 
extermination of their dangerous neigh- 
bors. But whither shall they go? The 
swallowing tides of civilization en- 
compass them on the east, the north, 
and the south; and the only other 
avenue, the west, is guarded by the 
gaunt wolf starvation. 

It is proposed by some to colonize 
them on the island of Isle Royale, in 
Lake Superior; by others, to purchase 
some small West India island, and 
transport them there, where tropical 
nature will feed them without expense 
to the Government. Perhaps the more 
practical measure would be to gather 
all that remains of the red race within 
the United States into one Territory, 
to establish a more thorough guardian- 
ship over them, and to subject them to 
a stricter and more absolute govern-. 
ment, which should compel them to 
assume gradually the duties and cus- 
toms of civilized life. 





‘DEAD!’ 


Wirz chilling breath it comes : 
Again—and yet again! on every gale, 
America! from thy great battle field ! 
Our hearts are hushed, and desolate our homes— 
Our lids are heavy, and our cheeks are pale— 
While thus we yield 
Our loved ones up to thee ! 


Dead! dying at their posts ! 
The young, the noble, and the loving ones ! 
The widow’s all! the gray-haired father’s hope— 
All thine, my country ! take the treasured hosts : 
Hold in thy faithful keeping all thy sons ! 
We give them up— 
To thee and liberty ! 














‘ Dead!” 


Ch, keep our honored dead 
Within the folds of thy great-pulsing heart ! 
Entwine their memory with thy polished lore : 
Cherish the sacred dust above their bed 
Who sprang to shield thee from the traitor’s dart ! 
Bless evermore 
The dead who died for thee! 


Silent the teardrops fall 
Down the pale mother’s cheek at close of day ; 
For sorrow sitteth at the widow’s gate: 
Dark are the shadows gathered on the wall, 
And where the mourner bendeth low to pray— 
No more to wait 
The coming of her free! 


For thee—‘ dear native land !’ 
What precious hopes are severed one by one ! 
What hearts lie crushed and sick by ‘ hope deferred |’ 
How many dear ones, stretched along the sand, 
Bleed out their lives beneath a blighting sun— 
With but a word— 
‘Mother |’ for plaint or prayer ! 


Shall they be vainly shed— 
The blood and tears that wash our stricken soil ? 
Bringing no healing with their torrent streams ? 
Vain the long requiem for the noble dead— 
Vain all the agony and all the toil— 
The soldier’s dreams— 
The patriot’s thought and care ? 


No! float upon the winds ! 
Flag of my country! let thy stars give light 
To nations of the earth! proclaim afar 
The end of tyrant rule that madly binds 
Our millions down beneath a fearful blight ! 


Float—every star ! 
We have not one to spare! 
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, ‘Aut of which I saw, and part of which I was.’ 


CHAPTER IX. 

ArTEeR dinner, we rode over my 
friend’s plantation. It contained about 
twelve hundred acres, mainly covered 
with forest trees, but with here and 
there an isolated patch of cleared land 
devoted to corn and cotton. A small 
tributary of the Trent formed its north- 
ern boundary, and bordering the little 
stream was a tract of three hundred 
acres of low, swampy ground, heavily 
timbered with cypress and juniper. 
Tall old pines, denuded of bark for one 
third of their height, and their white 
faces bearded with long, shining flakes 
of ‘ scrape turpentine,’ crowned the up- 
lands; and scattered among them, 
about a hundred well-clad, ‘ well-kept’ 
negro men and women were shouting 
pleasantly to one another, or singing 
merrily some simple song of ‘ Ole Car’- 
lina,’ as with the long scrapers they peel- 
ed the glistening scales from the scarified 
trees, or, gathering them in their aprons, 
‘dumped’ them into the rude barrels 
prepared for their reception. Preston 
had a kind word for each one that we 
passed—a pleasant inquiry about an 
infirm mother or a sick child, or some 
encouraging comment on their cheerful 
work ; and many were the hearty bless- 
ings they showered upon ‘ good massa,’ 
and many their good-natured exclama- 
tions over ‘ de strange gemman dat sells 
massa’s truck.’ 

‘ He’m de kine, ’ou gals,’ shouted an 
old darky, bent nearly double with age, 
who, leaning against one of the barrels, 
was ‘ packing down’ the flakes as they 
were emptied from the aprons of the 
women : ‘ He’m de kine, I tell by him 
eye; de rocks doan’t grow fass ter dat 
gemman’s pocket !’ 

‘Well, they don’t, uncle,’ I replied, 
tossing him a half-dollar piece, and 
throwing a handful of smaller coin 





among the women. A general scramble 
followed, in which the old fellow nim- 
bly joined, shouting out between his 
boisterous explosions of merriment : 

‘ Dis am de sort, massa ; dis am manna 
rainin’ in de wilderness—de Lord’s 
chil’ren lub dis kine—it’m good ter 
take, massa, good ter take.’ 

‘Good as black jack, eh, uncle?’ 
I inquired, laughing, for I saw certain 
lines about his shrunken mouth, and 
underneath his sunken eyes, which 
told plainly he was rather too familiar 
with that delicious compound of strych- 
nine and whiskey. 

‘Yas, massa, good as black Jack; 
dat’s my name, massa, dat’s my name 
—yah, yah, and he turned his face, 
wet with merry tears, and distended 
in an uncommonly broad grin, up to 
mine. In a moment, however, his eye 
caught Preston’s. His broad visage 
collapsed, his distended mouth shrank 
to a very diminutive opening, and his 
twinkling eyes assumed a peculiarly 
stolid expression, as he added, in a de- 
precatory tone : 

‘No, massa Robert, not so good as 
black jack; not so good as dat—’ou 
knows I doan’t keer fur him; you 
knows I doan’t knows him no more, 
massa Robert.’ 

‘I know you never knew him,’ re- 
plied Preston, playing on his name. 
‘ He’s a hardened old sinner. He has 
sinned away the day of grace, I’m sure. 
But you know better than to ask pres- 
ents of strangers. Give it back to the 
gentleman at once.’ 

An indescribable expression stole 
over the old negro’s visage as he thrust 
his hand through his thin, frosty wool, 
looked pleadingly up at his master’s 
face, and, seeing no signs of relenting 
there, slowly and reluctantly opened his 
palm and offered me the money. 











‘ No, no, Preston, let him keep it; it 
won't do him any harm,’ I said. 

‘No more’n it woan’t, good massa, 
not a morsel ob harm,’ exclaimed 
the darky, his small eyes twinkling 
again with pleasurable anticipation, 
and his broad face widening into its 
accustomed grin: ‘I woan’t take nary 
a drop, massa Rebert, nary a drop !’ 

‘Well,’ said his master, ‘you can 
keep it if you'll promise not to drink 
it all to-morrow. So much whiskey 
would spoil your prayer at the meeting.’ 

‘So it ‘ould, massa Robert; so much 
as dat; but Jack allers prays de 
stronger fur a little, massa Robert, jess 
a little—it sort o’ pears ter warm up 
a ole man’s sperrets, and ter fotch all 
de-’votion right inter him froat.’ 

‘I suppose it does; all the devotion 
you ever feel. You're an old sinner, 
Jack, past praying for, I fear,’ replied 
Preston, good-naturedly, turning his 
horse to go. 

‘ Not pass prayin’ fur ’ou, massa Rob- 
ert, not pass dat, an’ ole Jack neber will 
be, nudder—not so long as he kin hol- 
ler loud ‘nuff fur de Lord ter yere. ’Ou 
may ’pend on dat, massa Robert, ’ou 
may "pend on dat.’ 

As we rode away, I asked Preston if 
the old black led the services at the 
negro meetings. 

‘Yes, I am obliged to let him. He 
was formerly the plantation preacher, 
and, with all his faults, the blacks are 
much attached to him. A small rebel- 
lion broke out among them, five years 
ago, when J displaced him, and put Joe 
into the pulpit. I compromised the 
difficulty by agreeing that Jack should 
lead in prayer every Sunday morning. 
They think he has a gift that way, and 
you would conclude the day of Pente- 
cost had come, if you should hear him 
when he is about half-seas-over.’ 

‘ Then he does pray better for a little 
whiskey ?’ 

‘Yes, a mug of ‘black jack’ helps 
him amazingly—it gives him the real 
power.’ 

After a two hours’ circuit of the 
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plantation, we halted in the vicinity 
of the distilleries, which stood huddled 
together on the bank of the little stream 
of which I have spoken. There were 
three of them, each of thirty barrels’ 
capacity—an enormous size—and they 
were neatly set in brick, and enclosed 
in a substantial framed structure, 
which was weatherboarded and coat- 
ed with paint of a dark brown color. 
Near the only one then in operation 
were several large heaps of flake tur- 
pentine, three or four hundred barrels 
of rosin, and a vast quantity of the 
same material scattered loosely about 
and mixed with broken staves, worn- 
out strainers, and the debris of the rosin 
bins. Pointing to the confused mass, 
I said to my host: 

‘T’ve half a mind to turn missionary. 
I feel a sort of call to preach to you 
Southern heathen.’ 

‘I wish you would,’ he rejoined, 
laughing; ‘ you’d give me a chance to 
laugh at your sermons, as you have 
laughed at mine.’ 

‘No, you wouldn’t laugh. I’d make 
you feel way down in your pocket. 
I'd have but one sermon and one text, 
and that would be: ‘Gather up the 
fragments, that nothing be lost.’ You 
Southern nabobs do nothing but waste 
—you waste enough in one day to feed 
the whole North for a week. It’s a sin 
—the unpardonable sin—for you know 
better.’ 

‘Well, it is wrong, but how can we 
help it? We can’t make the negroes 
anything but what they are—shiftless 
and careless of everything but their 
own ease.’ 

‘I don’t know about that. I think 
such a man as Joe ought to be able to 
manage them.’ 

‘Joe! Well, he can’t. He's all 
drive, and negroes are human beings ; 
they should be treated kindly.’ 

We had approached the front of the 
still, and were fastening our horses to 
the trunk of a tree, when we heard loud 
voices issuing from the other side of 
the enclosure. 
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‘ Her’m what I owes you—now pack 
_ Off ter onst, and den’t neber show your 
face on dis plantation no more,’ said a 
voice, which I at once recognized as 
that of ‘ boss Joe.’ 

‘I shan’t pack off till ’'m ready, you 
d—d black nigger. I’ve been bossed 
*bout by ye long ‘nuff. Clar out, and 
*tend ter yer own "fairs, rejoined an- 
other voice, which had the tone of a 
white man’s. 

‘I reckon dis am my ‘fair, and I 
shan’t leff you git drunk and burn up 
no more white rosum yere; so take yer- 
seff off. Ef you don’t, I'll make you 
blacker nor I is.’ 

‘Put your hand on me, and I'll take 
the law on ye, shore,’ returned the white 
man. 

‘Pshaw, you drunken fool, do you 
s’pose dese darkies would tell on me? 
Ef dey would, dar word ain’t ‘lowed 
in de law; so you trabble. I don’t 
keer ter handle you, but I shill ef you 
don’t leab widin five minutes.’ 

What might have followed will not 
go down in history, for just then Pres- 
ton and I, emerging from around the 
corner of the building, appeared in 
view of the belligerents. The native— 
a respectable specimen of the class of 
poor whites—stood in a defiant atti- 
tude before the still-fire, while Joe was 
seated on a turpentine barrel near, 
quietly noting the time by a large sil- 
ver watch which he held in his hand. 
He kept oncounting the minutes, and 
gave no heed to his master’s approach, 
till Preston said : 

* Joe, what's to pay ?’ 

‘Nuffin, master Robert, ’cept I'se 
*scharged dis man, and he say he won’t 
gwo.’ 

‘Do as Joseph bids you,’ said Pres- 
ton, turning to the white man, ‘take 
your pay and go at once.’ 

The man stammered out a few words 
with a cringing air, but the planter cut 
him short with : 

‘I want no explanations. If you 
can’t satisfy Joseph, you can’t satisfy 
me.’ 
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The native then leisurely took down 
a ragged coat that hung from one of the 
timbers, counted over a small roll of 
bank notes which Joe gave him, and 
meekly left the still-house. 

Joe and his master devoted the next 
half hour to piloting me over the dis- 
tilleries. I commented rather freely on 
the sad waste of valuable produce which 
was scattered about, and on the bad 
economy of keeping three ‘ stills’ to do 
the work of one. 

‘It might have done years ago,’ I 
remarked, ‘before your trees ran to 
‘scrape,’ and when they yielded enough 
‘dip’ to keep all the stiils busy; but 
now they are eating you up. You 
have fully four thousand dollars idle 
here. Sell them, Preston—that amount 
would help you out of debt.’ 

‘ Dat’s what I tells master Robert, Mr. 
Kirke, but he sort o’ clings to ole tings, 
sar, said Joe, in the free, familiar tone 
usual with him. 

‘But you do just as badly, Joe, I 
replied. ‘You let these darkies waste 
more than they eat, and you keep four 
here to do the work of three. You 
are no better than your master. 

‘Only half so good, Mr. Kirke,’ re- 
joined the black, showing a set of teeth 
which a dentist might have used fora 
door plate; ‘only half so good, ‘case 
T’se only half white. But, if master 
Robert ’ould leff me handle de whip, 
T’'d show him suffin’! I reckon de in- 
t’rest ’ouldn’t be ahind den.’ 

‘Why? don’t you let Joe whip the 
negroes ?’ I asked Preston. 

‘No, not now ; I did, till some years 
ago, when he almost killed one of 
them, and came near getting me into 
serious trouble. He could manage them 
well enough without whipping, if he’d 
curb his impetuous temper a little.’ 

‘But I does curb it, master Robert, 
and it tain’t ob no use. Dey knows I 
can’t whip ’em, an’ dey don’t keer fur 
de starvin', or de tyin’ up, or de talkin’ 
to in de meetin’. Dey don’t mind fur 
nuffin’ but de whip, an’ a little ex’cise 
wid dat does a nigger good when he’m 
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right down ‘fractory. And you has 
‘lowed, master Robert, dat I warn’t so 
much ter blame in dat ’fair ob Black 
Cale.” 

‘ Well, perhaps you weren't. Ii’s a 
good story, Kirke; did I ever tell it to 
you ?’ 

‘No; I'd be glad to hear it.’ 

‘Come, Joe,’ said his master, good- 
naturedly, ‘ you can tell it better than I. 
You know it by heart.’ 

‘ Well, master, if you says so,’ replied 
Joe; and as we seated ourselves in a 
semicircle on some rosin barrels, the 
black proceeded to give the following 
illustration of the working of free and 
slave institutions : 

‘ Well, you see, Mr. Kirke, de darky’s 
name wus Black Cale, an’ he wus a 
raised up ‘long wid me by de ole gem- 
man—dat am master Robert’s gran’fer. 
He wus allers a hard-bitted, ’fractory 
darky, but he wus smart, awful smart, 
and could do a heap ob work when a 
minded to; but he wusn’t a minded to 
bery of’en, an’ ole master used to hab 
ter flog him—flog him bery hard. 
Well, finarly, de ole gemman grow’d 
tired ob doin’ so much ob dat, an’ he 
call Cale ter him one day, an’ he say: 

** Cale, you’se a likely nigger, an’ I 
don’t like ter flog you so much. Now, 
I'll leff you hire you’ time, an’ gwo down 
ter Newbern, an’ shirk fur you’seff.’ 

‘Ole master knowed Cale wus habin’ 
a bad fect on de oder darkies, an’ he 
‘lowed *twould be cheap leffin’ him gwo 
ef he didn’t get a picayune fur him. 
Well, Cale, he took ter dat ter onst, an’ 
he ’greed to gib ole master one fifty a 
year fur his time; an’ so he put off ter 
Newbern. Well, ebery ting gwo on 
right smart till de ole gemman die. 
Cale, he work hard, pay master ebery 
year, and sabe up quite a heap. Well, 
ole master die widout a will, an’ all de 
property gwo ter de two sons; dat am 
master James an’ master Thomas—he 
war master Robert’s fader. Now 
master James he neber lib’d on de 
plantation, so he sold all his half ob de 
nigs to master Thomas, an’ put all de 
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*vails inter his bisness down dar ter 
Mobile, whar he am how, doin’ a heap 
in de cotton way. But he didn’t sell 
his half ob Cale, ‘case master Thomas 
wouldn’t buy him, nohow. Well, dey 


‘owned Cale tugedder fur a spell, an’ 


Cale he work on right smart, till one 
day master James come home, and he 
tells master Thomas dat on de way he'd 
a stopped at Newbern, and sole his 
half ob Cale ter Cale heseff, fur five 
hundred dollar, and giben him de free 
papers. Well, den Cale he want to 
buy de oder half ob heseff ob master 
Thomas, an’ master Thomas he offer to 
take de same money; but Cale say de 
oder half not wuth so much as de 
fust, an’ dat he wouldn’t gib only two 
fifty.’ 

‘Not worth so much—why not?’ I 
asked. 

‘Why, Cale say ‘case he could do 
what he like wid de free half, and he 
reckoned he shouldn't be quite so ’spon- 
sible den fur de slave half,’ and here 
Joe broke into a merry fit of laughter, 
in which Preston joined. 

‘Well, master Thomas an’ Cale 
couldn’t ’gree "bout de buyin’, but Cale 
promise to gib seventy-five dollar a 
year fur de use ob master’s half, an’ he 
gwo off agin ter Newbern. Den de time 
gwo by fur a yar or two, but master 
neber git nary dime out ob Cale fur his 
half. Cale would say dat only half ob 
him wus free, an’ de oder half wasn’t 
*sponsible, and couldn’t pay its debts, no- 
how. Finarly, master, seein’ he couldn’t 
git nuffin out ob Cale, only offers ob 
two fifty fur de oder half—and dat he 
wouldn’t take, nohow—sent me down 
to Newbern to sort o’ mediate *tween 
Cale an’ he. Well, I coaxed Cale to 
*gree to wuck one monfh for heseff and 
de oder monfh fur massa, and I come 
home ; but it warn't ob no use; Cale 
would wuck, but massa neber seed a 
fip ob de pay. Finarly, af’er he'd a 
gone on dat way "bout ten yar, stowin’ 
*way what he arned whar nobody 
could fine it, an’ allers off’rin’ two fifty 
fur de oder half ob heseff, master 
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Thomas he die, and master Robert he 
come ter lib on deplantation. Den mas- 
ter Robert axed me what he should do 
wid Cale, and I tole him to take de 
two fifty, and leff him gwo. But he 
say, ‘no,’ dat he wouldn’t sell him fur 


dat, nohow.’ And here the black 
looked slyly at his master, and a merry 
twinkle came into his eyes. ‘ Well, 
den, I tole master Robert dat I tought 
I could fix Cale ef he'd leff me manage 
him jess asI like. He ‘greed to dat, 
an’ I gwoes down to Newbern, an’ 
makes Cale come home, an’ den I say to 
him : 

**Now, Cale, you stay yere, an’ gwo 
to wuck. Ebery monfh you wuck fur 
me, an’ ebery oder monfh you wuck 
fur you’seff, an’ when you wuck fur 
you’seff I pay you so much fur ebery 
barr’l ob dip, an’ so much fur ebery 
barr’l ob scrape, an’ so much fur ebery 
day when you wuck roun’; an’ I makes 
you pay so much fur what you lib on. 
Well, Cale, he ’gree to dat. He wuck 
de fust monfh fur heseff, an’ he did 
wuck—he done twice so much as any 
hand on de plantation; but de next 
monfh, when he wuck fur me, he 
don’t do nuffin but lay "bout, an’ git 
drunk. I stood dat till de monfh wus 
up—fur I neber did take ter whippin’ 
de nigs, an’ master Robert know dat— 
an’ den w’en Cale wus clean sober, I 
tied him up to gib him a floggin’. 
Well, w’en he wus a stripped, an’ I was 
jess gwine to lay on de lashes, Cale say 
to me, says he : 

‘* Look a yere, ‘ou Joe, ’ou may whip 
massa’s half ob dis nig jess so long as 
‘ou likes, but ef’ou put de lash onter 
my half, I'll take de law on ’ou. I will, 
shore.’ 

‘Dat sot me a tinkin’; fur de fac 
wus, I'd nary right to flog his half; but 
den it ‘curred ter me dat none but dar- 
kies wus roun’, an’ so I tought I had 
him, shore. Well, I puts on de lashes, 
an’ he keeps a tellin’ me he’d hab de 
law on me, which make me sort o’ ’zas- 
parated, till I put ’em on right smart, 
an’ at lass he gib in. Well, wenI'da 
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got him a feelin’ bout right, an’ wus 
only jess puttin’ de lass blows on to fin- 
ish up makin’ a decent nigger ob him, 
master Robert he come up, and when he 
seed de blood a runnin’ down his back, 
he say Cale had been whipped ’bout 
*nough, and I must stop. Cale turned 
up missin’ dat night, an’ got off to 
Newbern ; an’ shore ‘nuff, de next even- 
in’, long "bout dark, de sherrif he rode 
up to de house wid a writ fur master 
Robert fur habin’ made ’salt an’ bat- 
try on one collud man, called Caleb 
Preston, an’ he pulled out a suspeny 
dat make massa Robert witness agin 
heseff! ha! ha! You see Cale wus 
smart; he know’d master Robert 
b’longed to de Baptist meeting, an’ 
wouldn’t lie fur all de niggers in 
Jones county; so he had him dar, ha! 
ha!’ 

Here Joe for some minutes was un- 
able to continue the narrative. His 
merriment was contagious. I laughed 
till my sides were sore, and Preston 
enjoyed the story quite as much as I 
did. 

‘Well, what was the end of it?’ I 
asked. 

‘ Only, master Robert hed to be toted 
off to Newbern dat night, git bail or 
sleep in de jail, and de next mornin’, 
af’er de nig hed a hed ten yars’ use ob 
heseff fur nuffin, master Robert hed to 
do what he'd a said, an’ his fader afore 
him hed said, dey neber would do— 
dat is, take two fifty fur de oder half 
ob Cale! Ha! ha! De next time I 
gwoes to Newbern I hunt Cale up, an’ 
I tell him he must study fur de law, 
shore; an’ dat ef he done it, I know’d 
master Robert would pay de ’spences, 
out ob lub to de country.’ 

The negroes who were attending the 
still had dropped their work to listen 
to Joe’s story, and at its close guffawed 
in a chorus that made the woods ring. 
Hearing it, Joe sprang to his feet, shout- 
ing out : ‘ Yere—’bout you’ wuck dar; leff 
me kotch you eavesdroppin’ on gemmen 
agin, an’ I'll gib you what I gabe Cale. 
*Bout you’ wuck, I say.’ They turned 














nimbly to their tasks, and Joe resumed 
his seat. 

‘I see the moral of that story, Pres- 
ton,’ I said, when the negro had con- 
cluded. 

* What is it?’ 

‘That a darky may be as smart as a 
white man. Cale outwitted you.’ 

‘Well, he did, he replied, laugh- 
ing; ‘but that isn’t the moral: it is 
that flogging never accomplishes its 
object.’ 

‘I’m not so sure of that. Joe had 
brought Cale to terms, ‘ made a decent 
nigger on him,’ when you, unluckily, 
interfered.’ 

‘It ain’t so much de floggin’ on ’em, 
Mr. Kirke,’ said Joe, ‘as dar knowin’ 
dat you will do it ef dey desarve it. 
Dar ain’t a darky on de plantation dat 
don’t know master Robert an’ de good 
missus ‘ould rader be flogged dem- 
selves dan flog dem; an’ dat wucks 
bad, Mr. Kirke, sorry bad;’ and the 
negro shook his head with a grave, 
thoughtful air. 

‘Tell me, Preston,’ I said, after a 
slight pause, ‘how is it that your 
neighbor Dawsey, with only seventy- 
five negroes, sends us more produce 
than you do with a hundred and 
fifty ?’ 

‘Simply because he treats his hands 
like brutes, while I treat mine like 
men.’ 

‘I hope you'll take no offence,’ I re- 
plied, ‘but it appears to me there 
must be some other reason. He has 
only half your number.’ 

‘ Well, I will tell you how he andI 
manage, and you can judge for your- 
self, Dawsey has seventy-five slaves: 
forty child-bearing women, twenty men, 
and fifteen children under five years. 
The sixty adults are all prime hands. 
They are given daily tasks, which they 
cannot possibly do in less than fifteen 
hours, leaving them only nine hours 
out of the twenty-four for eating, sleep- 
ing, feeding their children, and the 
waking rest necessary to working peo- 
ple. He never whips them on a week 
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day, because it wastes working time, 
but makes Sunday a general flogging 
season. He has two women where he 
has one man, and each woman is ex- 
pected to bear a childa year. If she 
doesn’t, she is sold. They are made to 
work in the field till the labor pains 
are on them; and they are allowed 
only two weeks’ rest after confinement, 
Three of them have borne children in 
the woods this season. He keeps only 
one nurse for the fifteen children, and 
as soon as each child is five years old 
—the age at which it can be legally sold 
away from its mother—it is disposed of 
to the raders. In addition, three of 
these women are his own mistresses, 
and they are expected to have children 
as fast asthe others. He serves their 
children like the rest; that is, rears 
them to the age of five, and then sells 
them as he would so many hogs.’ 

‘My God!’ I exclaimed, ‘ he’s a 
monster.’ 

‘There are different opinions about 
that. Dawsey passes for a jovial good 
fellow ; keeps open house for his friends ; 
spends money freely at the elections, 
and two years ago ‘ got religion’ at a 
camp meeting.» He merely regards his 
slaves as chattels, and manages his 
plantation in perhaps the only way that 
is profitable in an old section of country 
like this.’ 

‘And how is it with you? How do 
you manage ?’ I asked. 

‘ Leff me tell, master Robert,’ said the 
black, smiling. ‘I knows all de ’ticu- 
lars *bout dat.’ 

‘ Well, go on,’ said Preston, laughing, 
‘but don’t be too hard on me.’ 

‘We hab,’ continued the black, 
‘countin’ me in, a hundred an’ fifty-one 
darkies, all in fam’lies—faders, mudders, 
children, and some on ’em gran’faders 
and gran’mudders, ’most all born on de 
plantation, an’ some on ’em livin’ on it 
fur forty, fifty, sixty, an’ seventy yar. 
Out ob dese, we hab only forty-two full 
hands, ’case some ob de wimmin dat 
come in de ages fur full wuck am sick- 
ly, puny tings, only fit fur house wuck 
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or nussin’, From de whole I gits equal 
to fifty-four full hands. ’Cordin’ to 
master Robert’s direction, I gib ‘em easy 
ten-hour tasks; but suffin’ or anoder 
turn up.’most ebery day, so dat ’bout 
half on ’em don’t do full wuck, an’ I 
reckon dey don’t make, on de whole, 
more’n "bout nine hour a day. So you 
see, Cunnel Dawsey, he hab sixty, an’ 
he wuck em fifteen hour a day; we hab 
only fifty-four, an’ we wuck ’em nine 
hour a day ; an’ ’cordin’ to my ’rithme- 
tic, dat would make de Cunnel turn 
out "bout twice as much truck as we 
does.’ 

‘ And you have twice as many mouths 
to feed as he, I remarked; ‘and the 
result is he makes money, while you—’ 

‘ Lose nigh onter two thousand a year, 
Mr. Kirke, an’ hab done it ebery yar fur 
five yar, eber since master Robert come 
on to de plantation, an’ gwo to workin’ 
on human principles, as he calls ’em.’ 

This was said in so sad and regretful 
a tone, that, in spite of the serious man- 
ner of both the black and his master, I 
laughed heartily. When my merriment 
had somewhat subsided, I said : 

* Joe, what would you do to mend 
this state of affairs ?’ 

*It can’t be mended if we stay in dis 
ole country, an’ wuck ’cordin’ to mas- 
ter Robert’s notion.’ 

‘Then you mean to say you can’t ap- 
ply humane principles to slave labor, 
in an old district of country, and make 
money ?’ 

‘Yes,’ said Preston, rising and pa- 
cing up and down in the small semi- 
circle formed by the rosin barrels, ‘ that 
is what he means to say, and it is 
true.’ 

‘Then how do the majority of tur- 
pentine planters in this section make 
money? They do make it, that is cer- 
tain.’ 

‘By overworking their hands, as 
Dawsey does. All may not be as severe 
with them as he is, but all overwork 
them, more or less,’ replied Preston. 

*I don’t know "bout dat, master Rob- 
ert, twelve and eben firteen hour a day 
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neber hurt a prime hand, if he hab good 
feed. 

‘ Well, it is six o'clock, and supper 
must be in waiting,’ said Preston, draw- 
ing out his watch ; ‘ we'll talk more on 
this subject to-night. Joe, bring the 
books up to the house this evening. 
Mr. Kirke has promised to look into 
our affairs, and I shall need you.’ 

‘Yas, master Robert,’ replied the 
black ; and, mounting the horses, Pres- 
ton and I rode off to the mansion. 


CHAPTER X. 

Mrs. Preston and master Joe were 
on the piazza awaiting us, and in the 
doorway we were met by the younger 
children, Preston lifted one of them 
upon his shoulder, and taking another 
in his arms, led the way to the supper 
room. However disturbed might be 
my friend’s relations with the outer 
world, all was peace by his cheerful 
fireside. No man was ever more blessed 
in his home. His children were intel- 
ligent, loving, and obedient; his wife 
was one of those rare women—seen 
nowhere more often than in the South 
—who, to a cultivated mind and pol- 
ished manners, add the more homely 
accomplishments of a good housewife. 
It is years since she laid aside the weary 
cares of her plantation home, and en- 
tered on the higher duties of another 
life; but her gentle words are still as 
fresh in my memory, her kindly image 
as warm in my heart, as on that au- 
tumn day, when she placed her hand 
in mine for the last time, and spoke 
the last ‘God bless you’ which was to 
fall on my ears from her lips on this side 
of the grave. She was a perfect wo- 
man—a faithful mistress, a loving wife, 
a devoted mother. Anticipating every 
want of her husband, cheerfully in- 
structing her children, overseeing every 
detail of her household, meting out the 
weekly allowance of the negroes, visit- 
ing daily the cabins of the sick and the 
infirm, and with her own hand dis- 
pensing the soothing cordial or the 
healing medicine,—or, when all medi- 
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cine failed, bending over the lowly bed 
of the dying, and pointing him to the 
‘better home on high,’—she was a min- 
istering angel—-a joy and a blessing to 
all about her. She wore no costly 
silks, no diamonds on her fingers, or 
jewels in her hair; but she was arrayed 
in garments all rich and beautiful with 
human love. She knew nothing—cared 
nothing—about the right or the wrong 
of slavery; but cheerfully and prayer- 
fully, never wearying and never doubt- 
ing, she went on in the lowly round of 
duties allotted her, leaning lovingly on 
the arm of the Goop ALL-FaTuHEr, and 
looking steadfastly to Hn for guidance 
and support. And, truly, she had her 
reward. ‘Her children rose up and 
called her blessed; her husband, also, 
and he praised her.’ 

Supper was soon over, when my host- 
ess rose and conducted me to the li- 
brary. That apartment was in an L, 
detached from the mansion, and com- 
municating with it by a covered pas- 
sage way. It was plainly furnished, 
but had a cosy, homelike appearance, 
Its four walls were lined with books, 
some standing on end, some resting on 
their sides, and some leaning negligent- 
ly against each other; and over the 
massive centre table were scattered 
open volumes, old newspapers, and un- 
finished manuscripts, in most delightful 
confusion. A half dozen old-fashioned 
chairs straggled about the floor, as if 
they did not know exactly what to do 
with themselves, and a score of old 
worthies—their faces white as chalk, 
and their long hair and beards pow- 
dered with a whole generation of dust, 
looked complacently down from the top 
of the bookshelves. Dust was on the 
table, on the chairs, on the floor, on the 
ceiling, and on the musty old volumes 
ranged along the walls, and dust every- 
where told unmistakably that no pro- 
fane hand ever disturbed the dusty re- 
pose which reigned in the apartment. 

Two or three oaken logs, supported 
on bright brass andirons—the only 
bright things in the room—were blaz- 
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ing cheerfully on the broad hearth- 
stone ; and drawing our chairs near, we 
sat down before them. 

‘May I come in?’ said master Joe, 
thrusting his head in at the half-closed 
doorway. 

‘No, my son,’ answered his father ; 
‘Mr. Kirke and I are to talk over busi- 
ness matters.’ 

* Do let him come, Robert,’ said Mrs. 
Preston; ‘he is old enough to learn 
something of such affairs.’ 

The lad entered, and seating himself 
on a low stool by the side of his mother, 
and burying his head in her lap, was 
soon fast asleep. 

‘ This room, Mr. Kirke,’ said the lady, 
‘is sacred to Robert and the dust. I 
beg you will not think I have the care 
of it.’ 

‘Oh no, madam; it is plain that a 
man has exclusive dominion here ; but 
your husband has been away from it for 
some time.’ 

‘That does not account for the dust ; 
it hasn’t been stirred for a twelve- 
month ;’ and after a pause, she added, 
a thin moisture glistening in her eyes, 
‘I have not yet thanked you, sir, for 
saving Phyllis and the children from 
the clutches of that wretched trader.’ 

‘No thanks are requisite, madam. 
It was a mere matter of business; we 
are in the practice of making advances 
to our consignors,’ 

‘Nevertheless we thank you, sir; 
Robert and I will ever be grateful for 
it’ 

‘Do not speak of it, madam; I would 
be glad to serve you to a much greater 
extent.’ 

The lady made no reply, and a rather 
embarrassing silence followed for some 
minutes, when I said: 

‘ Preston, Joe is a remarkable negro; 
I think I never met one so intelligent 
and well informed.’ 

‘He is very intelligent,’ he replied ; 
‘he has fine natural abilities.’ 

‘It is a pity Nature gave him so 
dark a skin, and made him a—slave.’ 

‘Not a pity, Mr. Kirke, rejoined 
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Mrs. Preston ; ‘ Nature, or rather God, 
always puts us in our right places. 
Joseph is more useful where he is than 
he would be anywhere else.’ 

‘I understood him that he was raised 
on the plantation,’ I added. 

‘Yes,’ replied my host ; ‘my grand- 
father bought his mother, who is a na- 
tive African, when she was a girl; she 
was @ favorite house-servant, and Joe 
was born in a room over where we are 
sitting. This building was then all there 
was of the mansion.’ 

‘ And how did he pick up so much 
information ?’ 

‘The old gentleman, who gave little 
heed to either law or gospel, taught 
them both to read and write.’ (Years 
after the date of this conversation 
I learned that Joe was the son of 
that lawless, graceless old gentle- 
man.) ‘And Joe, when a boy, read 
everything he could lay his hands on. 
Since I brought my library here, he 
has devoured about half of the books 
in it. He devotes every night, from 
eight o'clock to twelve, to reading.’ 

‘I am surprised that with so much 
reading he uses so entirely the negro 
dialect.’ 


‘But he does not. In common con- 
versation he expresses himself in it, for it 
is the dialect in which a black does his 
ordinary thinking; but let him get 
upon an elevated subject, as he does 
frequently in his sermons, and you will 
hear words as strong, pure, and simple 
as any found in the Bible, flow from him 
like a stream.’ 

* Does he preach every Sunday ?’ 

‘Yes; I usually catechize the people 
in the morning, and he preaches in the 
evening.’ 

* But do you learn all your negroes to 
read ?’ 

‘No, the law does not allow it. I 
teach them to repeat the catechism, texts 
of Scripture, and passages from good 
books, and I explain these to them.’ 

‘ And Joe is your overseer ?’ 

‘Not exactly that. My father made 
him overseer about thirty years ago, but 
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the law requires a white man in that 
situation; and when I took charge of 
the plantation, the neighbors made a 
clamor about my having a black. The 
result was, I ‘ whipped the devil round 
the stump,’ by hiring a white distiller, 
and calling him ‘ overseer.’ I let Joe, 
however, ‘oversee’ him, as you have 
seen to-day.’ 

A rap came then at the door, and 
master Joe, springing up, ushered the 
subject of our conversation into the 
room. He held his hat in his hand, 
and had under his arm a couple of ac- 
count books. 

‘This is Joseph the First,’ said the 
lad, taking the black by the coat-tail, 
and bowing gravely to me. 

‘ And you are Joseph the Second, eh ?’ 
I said, laughing. 

‘ Yas, sar, he’m dat ’stinguished gem- 
man,’ replied the negro, stroking affec- 
tionately the lad’s head ; ‘ and he don’t 
dishonor de name, sar. He’m de true 
blue, dyed in de wool.’ 

‘He was named for Joseph,’ said the 
lady, smiling kindly on the black. 
‘ Bring up a chair, Joseph.’ 

‘Tank you, missus, and the negro 
seated himself by the fire, between 
Preston and me. 

‘ You have brought the documents, I 
see, Joe; let me look at them,’ I said, 
reaching out my hand for the books. 

‘ Yas, sar, and dey’m all written up 
till a week back. I reckon you kin 
pick em out, Mr. Kirke, dough master 
Robert he say he don’t understand my 
way ob keepin’ ’em.’ 

I opened the books, and any man of 
business will appreciate my surprise to 
find them kept by ‘ double entry.’ Cot- 
ton, corn, and turpentine had each its 
separate account, aud at a glance I 
could see how much had been made or 
lost by the production of each staple. 
The handwriting was plain and bold, 
and the general appearance of the ledger 
compared favorably with that of a much 
larger one I knew of, which was the 
pride of an experienced bookkeeper. 

‘Why, Joe, I'm astonished,” I ex- 




















claimed with unaffected gratification ; 
‘ you write like a schoolmaster.’ 

A flush, which would have been a 
blush on a lighter skin, overspread the 
negro’s face, as he replied : 

‘I don’t hab practice ‘nuff, Mr. 
Kirke, to write bery well.’ 

‘ Practice !’ said Preston, ‘ he has con- 
stant practice; he writes the love let- 
ters of all the darkies in the district.’ 

‘Tt am so, dat’s a fac, sar’, said Joe, a 
quiet humor twinkling in his eye. 
‘One ob Cunnel Dawsey’s folk came to 
me tother day—his wife had been sold 
down Souf, an’ he wanted to say to 
har, dat dough ribers rose, and mountins 
run atween ’em, he’d neber hab nuffin 
to do wid no oder ’ooman—so he come 
to me, and I wrote de letter; an’ when 
I'd a put in all de ribers, an’ de moun- 
tins, an’ eber so many runs, an’ 
thought I'd done it right smart, I read 
it ober to him, but he say he sort o’ 
reckoned it warnt quite done up ’plete- 
ly, not ’xactly ’cluded; an’ he ’sisted 
dat I muss ’sert a pose scrip, axin’ her 
to ‘’scuse de bad writin’.’’ 

* And you did it?’ 

* Yes, sar, I done it.’ 

* Well, Joe, the important thing just 
now, is how much you owe. Give mea 
slip of paper, and let me put these 
balances together.’ 

‘T’se done dat, Mr. Kirke; here dey 


am,’ and he handed me a correctly © 


drawn-up statement, showing Preston’s 
exact liabilities. I glanced over it, 
compared it with the footings in the 
ledger, and said: 

*I see by this, Preston, that you owe 
seventeen hundred dollars, floating 
debt; twelve hundred dollars, interest 
on your mortgage, and are overdrawn 
five hundred dollars on our house.’ 

* Yes, so Joe makes it, and I reckon 
he’s correct.’ 

‘But dar’m de six hunderd you ’cep- 
ted fur master Robert, de oder day, in 
Newbern—dat ain’t counted in,’ said 
Joe. 

‘Well, all told, it’s four thousand, 
besides the note I have given for 
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Phyllis. What do you calculate on to 
pay it, Preston ?’ 

‘I don’t know. How can we pay it, 
Joe?’ 

‘We moight sell de two stills, and 
some ob de hosses; I reckon dey’d be 
‘nuff,’ replied the black; ‘ but de raal 
trubble, master Robert, am what’s cum- 
min’; we’m gwine ahind ebery day, 
‘case we lose money on ebery crop ob 
turpentine. Nuffin pay now but de 
corn and de cotton, and we don’t raise 
*nuff ob dem to do no good.’ 

I turned to the ledger, and found 
that it showed what the black said to 
be true—corn and cotton had made a 
handsome profit, but turpentine had 
‘ paid a loss.’ 

‘That is because your trees are old, 
and now yield scarcely anything but 
scrape,” I said. 

‘Yas, sar, and ’case dey am so thin 
like, sense we cleaned out de pore ones, 
dat it take a hand long time to git 
‘round ’mong ’em.’ 

‘Why not drop turpentine, and cut 
shingles from the swamp? You've a 
fortune in those cypress trees.’ 

‘My negroes are not accustomed to 
swamp work—it would kill them,’ re- 
plied Preston. 

‘Mr. Kirke,’ said Joe,— you'll take 
no "fence, master Robert, if I says dis?’ 

* No, go on,’ said his master. 

‘De ting am right in a nutshell, an’ 
jess so clar as apple jack: we owes a 
heap; we’se gittin’ inter debt deeper 
an’ deeper ebery yar; we lose money 
workin’ de ole trees; we hain’t got no 
new ones; an’, dar’s no use to talk, 
—master Robert won’t put de hands in- 
ter de swamp. What, den, shill we do ?’ 

Avoiding the darky’s question, I 
said: ‘I never before understood why 


* ‘Scrape’ is the turpentine gathered from the 
face of the pine. On old trees, the yearly incis- 
ion is made high above the boxes, and the sap, in 
flowing down, passes over and adheres to the pre- 
viously scarified surface. It is thus exposed to 
the sun, which evaporates the more volatile and 
valuable portion, and leaves only the hard, which, 
when manufactured, is mostly rosin. ‘Scrape’ 


turpentine is only about half as valuable as ‘ dip.’ 
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slavery is so clamorous for new fields. 
I see now—it can draw support only 
from the virgin soil. It exhausts an 
old country : like the locusts of Egypt, 
it blasts the very face of the earth!’ 

‘ That is true,’ replied Preston ; ‘ but 
Joe has stated the case correctly. 
What shall we do?’ 

‘One of two things. Sell your 
plantation and negroes, or take your 
hands to a new section, where you can 
raise virgin turpentine.’ * 

‘I cannot sell my negroes—they were 
all raised with me; and the plantation 
— it was my ancestors’, over a hundred 
years ago. I would move the hands 
to a new section, but I have not the 
means to buy land.’ 

* Ay, dar’s de rub, as Shakspeare say,’ 
said Joe, with a pleasant humor, in- 
tended, I thought, to cheer his master, 
whose face was clouding over with 
grave thought ; ‘dat’s de ting dat spile 
de gestion ob de king; and in him 
sleep, such dreams do come ob suffin’ 
better’n dis, some undiscobered country, 
whar de virgin trees weep tears so white 
as crystal, and turn to gole de moment 
dey’m barrled up, dat—’ 

‘Come, Joe, that’ll do,’ said his mas- 
ter, laughing; ‘don’t give us any more, 
or you'll murder ws, as well as Shak- 

? 

‘You don't ’preciate dat great man, 

master Robert,’ rejoined Joe, also 


g- 

* No, I don’t—not just now.’ 

‘lf you could satisfy your outside 
creditors that things were likely to go 
better with you in future, could you 
put off the payment of the three thou- 
sand dollars for a time ?’ I asked. 

‘I reckon I could—nearly all of it, 
replied Preston. 

* Well, then, I'll make you a proposi- 
tion. Buy ten thousand acres on the 
line of the Manchester railroad. It is 
finished to Whitesville, and you can 
buy land within twenty miles of that 
station, at seventy-five cents an acre. 


* “Virgin” Turpentine is twice as valuable as 
“Dip.” 
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We'll advance the twenty per cent. 
you'll have to pay down, and five hun- 
dred dollars more to start you there, 
and hold the deed of the land to secure 
us. Ship your produce to us, and 
agree to forfeit the land, if, at the end 
of three years, you have not paid 
all the original advance. Move your 
stills, and your able-bodied men and 
women there, leaving the old and the 
young negroes here to raise corn and 
cotton. Hire fifty more prime hands, 
and put Joe over the whole, with un- 
limited power to work them to death 
if he pleases.’ 

Preston leaned his head on his hand, 
as if bewildered. He seemed not to 
understand me, but Joe’s face lighted 
as if a stream of electricity were play- 
ing under his dark skin. Mrs. Preston 
was the first to speak. Rising and 
taking my hand, she said: ‘ Robert 
will do it, Mr. Kirke ; and how can we 
ever thank you enough for your gener- 
ous—your noble conduct toward us? 
You have taken a weary load off our 
hearts.’ 

‘It is a simple business transaction, 
madam ; I expect to make money by 
it. I insist on your husband’s consign- 
ing his produce to us, and I shall 
require the forfeit of the land and the 
improvements, if he does not pay our 
advances within three years.’ 

‘We kin pay ’em in one year, an’ 
you knows it, sar!’ exclaimed Joe, 
springing to his feet, and almost dan- 
cing around the room. ‘Come, master 
Robert, look up, an’ tell ’im we'll do 
it, for ole Joe’ll make de chips fly as 
you neber seed ’em fly afore.’ 

Preston looked up, and a tear rolled 
down his face, as he said, ‘I thank you, 
my friend. I need not say more.’ 

‘You need not say that; only buy 
the land, and make Joe autocrat of the 
new plantation, and your bacon is 
cured.’ 

‘Joell show you how bacon am 
cured, Mr. Kirke, an’ he’ll name his fuss 
boy af’er you—shore/’ shouted the 


black, grinning all over. 
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‘ He can safely promise that,’ said the 
lady, laughing through her tears ; ‘ for 
Aggy is fifty, and never had a child.’ 

A half-hour’s conversation over the 
details of the proposed arrangement 
followed; then Joe rose, and taking 
the account books under his arm, bade 
us ‘ good evenin’.’ As he was leaving 
the room, I asked, ‘Do you preach to- 
morrow ?’ 

‘Yas, sar, an’ I’se gwine home to 
study ober de sermon. You'll come 
dar, sar? You won't har no raal 
preachin’, ‘less master Robert feel de 
sperrit move, fur de Lord don’t gib 
de black man de tongue he gib de 
white.’ 

‘I'm not sure of that; but Ill be 
there. Good night.’ 

‘Good night, sar, an’ de Lord bless 
you.’ 

When he had gone, I said to Preston : 
‘ You have admitted me to your confi- 
dence, my friend, and asked my advice ; 
therefore, I think you will pardon me, 
if I make you a few business sugges- 
tions.’ 

‘Most certainly, and I shall be 
guided by what you say.’ 

‘With a hundred hands in those 
thick woods, Joe will turn out a vast 
amount of produce. His ambition is 
excited with the idea of being his own 
master, and he will coin money for you; 
but you need to be prudent. You owe 
a mortgage of twenty thousand dollars 
—and mortgage debts are the worst in 
the world. Your plantation and ne- 
groes may be worth three times the 
amount, but they are in jeopardy so 
long as it exists, If it were called in 
on you suddenly, you couldn’t pay it— 
your property would be sacrificed— 
everything might be lost. Now, I 
would suggest that you sell, at once, 
your three hundred acres of swamp 
land, all your surplus live stock and 
materials, and appropriate the proceeds 
to paying your floating debt, and re- 
ducing the mortgage.’ 

‘And we might reduce our family 
expenses, Robert,’ said his wife ;‘ we 
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have too many house-servants. We 
could hire out five or six of them in 
Newbern. And Joseph’s schooling 
costs us five hundred dollars a year; he 
might come home—ZJ could teach him.’ 

‘ You would take too much on your- 
self, Lucy,’ replied her husband, ‘ You 
are not strong, and you can’t spare a 
single servant.’ 

‘ How many have you?’ I asked. 

‘ Nine,’ said Preston. 

‘For a family of two adults and 
three children ?’ 

‘It strikes you as too many, Mr. 
Kirke,’ said the lady, ‘and it is, It is 
our Southern way; but every addi- 
tional servant makes additional work 
for the mistress.’ 

‘I think you are right, madam, I 
replied; ‘a Northern lady that you 
know of, takes care of me, Frank, the 
two young children, and a large house, 
with only two servants and an errand 
boy; and she never has anything to do 
after two o’clock in the day.’ 

‘But you have the Irish; they are 
better house-servants than our blacks; 
and you can discharge them if they 
won’t work,’ said Preston. 

‘I would rather have Phyllis than 
any servant I ever saw at the North. 
With her, the cook, and one more, I 
will promise to get on beautifully,’ re- 
marked his wife. 

Preston gave her a look of inde- 
scribable tenderness and affection. 
What the negro trader had said to me, 
gave me a key to the thoughts that 
were passing in his mind. His wife’s 
trust in him was so great, that she was 
willing to again admit into her family 
the woman who had made him forget, 
through long years, the promises he 
made her in their youth! Truly, the 
angel of perfect love and forgiveness 
makes its earthly home in the breast of 
woman, , 

Preston’s voice quivered as he re- 
plied: ‘I—I appreciate what you say 
—Lucy. Do as you think best.’ 

‘But, madam,’ I said, ‘I think you 
are really taking too much on yourself— 
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the care of the children will be a great 
tax on your strength. Would it not be 
better to employ a governess to instruct 
them? What is now expended on Joe 
would pay a competent person.’ 

‘What do you say to that, Joe?’ 
asked his father; ‘would you like to 
come home, and have a woman 
teacher ?’ 

‘I'd like to do what mother wants 
me to,’ said the lad, putting his arms 
about her neck, and kissing her. 

‘ You’re a good boy, Joseph,’ said his 
mother. 

‘But, you'll let me keep the pony, 
won't you, father ?’ said the lad. 

* Yes, my son, and if you learn well, 
you shall go with uncle James when 
you're fifteen.’ 

Shortly afterward we separated for 
the night. 


CHAPTER XI. 


On a gentle knoll, a few hundred 
yards from the negro quarters, and in 
the midst of a grove of pines, whose 
soft brown tassels covered the ground 
all around it, stood the negro meeting- 
house. It was built of unhewn logs, its 
crevices chinked with clay, and was 
large enough to seat about two hun- 
dred persons. Though its exterior re- 
sembled a backwoods barn, its interior 
had a neat and tasteful appearance. 
Evergreen boughs hid its rough beams 
and bare shingled roof, and long 
wreaths of pine leaves hung in graceful 
festoons from its naked walls and nar- 
tow windows. On the two sides of a 
wide aisle, which served to separate 
the sheep on the right hand from the 
goats on the left, were long rows of 
benches, with hard board bottoms, 
and rough open backs, and beyond 
them, divided from the rest of the in- 
terior by a rustic railing, was the ‘ fami- 
ly pew,’ an enclosure about twelve feet 
square, neatly carpeted, and furnished 
with half a dozen arm chairs. Oppo- 
site to this was a platform elevated 
three steps from the floor, and on it 
stood a rustic settee, a large easy chair, 
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and a modest desk covered with green 
baize, and decorated with small sprigs 
of evergreen. On this desk rested a 
large Bible. 

The enormous seashell which served 
as a bell to this ‘ house of prayer,’ was 
sending its last blast in long echoes 
through the old trees, when, with Mrs. 
Preston and the children, I elbowed an 
opening through the thick group of 
grinning Africans that blocked the 
doorway, and ‘worked a passage’ 
down the crowded aisle to the family 
enclosure. Seating myself in one of its 
cane-bottomed seats, I glanced around 
on the assemblage. Such a gathering 
of woolly heads I had never seen. 
Every plantation within a circuit of 
five miles had sent in a representation, 
till the benches, the aisle, the small 
area around the pulpit, and the open 
space near the doorway, were all 
densely packed. On the left, the men, 
in gaudy cravyats and many-colored 
waistcoats, were chatting merrily 
together, and enjoying themselves as 
heartily as a parcel of Yankees at a 
clambake; and on the right, the 
women, in red and yellow turbans, 
and flaming shawls and neckerchiefs, 
were bobbing about and flaunting 
their colors, like so many dolphins 
sporting in the sunshine. Preston was 
seated in the lone chair at the back of 
the pulpit, and Boss Joe and Black Jack 
occupied the settee near him. The 
latter shortly rose to open the ser- 
vices, and, in a moment, a deep 
silence fell on the noisy multitude. 
The old preacher had carefully combed 
his thin wool into a pyramid on the 
top of his head, and he looked, 
dressed in glossy black pants, long- 
tailed blue coat, ruffled shirt, and high 
shirt collar, like a stuffed specimen at 
an exhibition of wax figures. Stepping 
rather unsteadily to the front of the 
platform, he flourished his red cotton 
bandanna, and spreading his huge 
claws over the large Bible, said : 

‘ Dear bred’rin, leff us begin de wor- 
ship ob de Lord by singin’: 














‘From all dat dwell below de skies 
Leff de Creator’s praise arise.’’ 

A half dozen darky fiddlers at the 
left of the pulpit tuned their strings, 
and then the whole assemblage rose 
and burst into that grand old hymn. 
As its last echoes were dying away, 
Joe got up, and opening the large 
Bible, read, in a clear, mellow voice, a 
portion of the one hundred and nine- 
teenth Psalm. When he had conclu- 
ded, the old darky again came for- 
ward, 

Gazing complacently around on the 
audience for a moment, he drawled out: 
‘ My bred’rin, leff us raise our hearts to 
de Lord.’ The whole congregation 
then kneeled, and Jack, closing his 
eyes, clenching his hands together, and 
throwing his head back, until his nose 
came nearly on a line with the roof of 
the building, ‘ lifted up his voice’ and 
prayed. 

After the fashion of very many white 
preachers, he began by telling the Lord 
all about Himself; all He had ever 
done, and all He is going to do; how 
a long He had lived, and how long He is 
going to live; how great He is—‘ taller 
dan de mountin’s, and bigger dan de 
seas.’ How He made the world in six 
days, and then, ‘ gittin’ tired, rested on 
de sevenfh ;’ How He formed man out 
of the dust of the ground, and then out 
of his rib formed woman; how the 
woman tempted the man, and he fell, 
and how woman has ‘raised Cain’ on 
the earth ever since. How He sent the 
flood, and how Noah builded the ark ; 
how Noah axed all the wild ‘critters’ 
into it, and how they all came in two 
by two, and how Noah and the wild 
beasts lay down lovingly together, till 
the ‘wet spell’ was over. How He 
chose the Jews—a meaner race than the 
‘pore whites ’—to be his peculiar peo- 
ple; and how that proves His bound- 
less love and unlimited goodness ; ‘ fur 
no oder man in all creashun would hab 
taken dem folks up, no how.’ How 
Moses, when he came down from the 
Mount, ‘stumbled and broke de law; 
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and how ‘ebery one of us dat hab come 
inter de worle sense, hab stumbled and 


broke de law, ‘case he did.’ How 
Noah, though he was a white man, and 
had a white wife, begat a black son; 
and how that black son was a great 
sinner, and how all his descendants 
have taken after him, and been mighty 
big sinners ever since. 

Then he described the sinners, par- 
ticularly the black sinners present ; and 
if half of what he said was true, every 
one of them deserved to be sold ‘ down 
Soufh,’ and kept on cold hominy and 
hoecake all the rest of his days. 

The prayer was a strange mixture of 
absurdity, presumption, and profanity, 
and I felt relieved to hear his long 
‘amen,’ and to see Joe rise and again 
approach the pulpit. 

Requesting some one present to raise 
a few of the windows (I took occasion, 
afterward, to thank him for that very 
considerate thought), Joe opened the 
Bible, and said: ‘ My friends, I am 
gwine to talk ter you from de tex, 
‘An’ dey drew an’ lifted up Joseph 
out ob de pit, an’ sold Joseph to the 
Ishmaelites fur twenty pieces ob silver, 
an’ dey brought Joseph inter Egypt.’ 

‘You all knows,’ he continued, ‘ de 
story ob Joseph an’ his bred’rin; how 
dey wus raised up by dar fader Jacob 
in a wile country, whar dar warn’t no 


‘schools, an’ no ‘telligence, an’ no larnin’ ; 


and how his fader lub’d Joseph more 
dan all ob his bred’rin, an’ make fur 
him a coat ob many colors. But 
praps you don’t know dat de Lord 
lub Joseph a great sight better’n his 
fader did, an’ ‘case He lub him so, 
dat He hardened de hearts ob his 
bred’rin agin him, till dey sole him to 
de Ishmaelites—de slavetraders ob dem 
days, to be taken down inter Egypt. 
An’ p’raps you don’t know dat Egypt 
wus a great country, whar dar wus 
schools, an’ churches, an’ great libraries 
ob books, an’ all manner ob sciences ; 
an’ dat Joseph wus made de lord ob all 
dat country, an’ dat finarly he got his 
fader, an’ his bred’rin, an’ dar wifes, 
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an’ all dar little ones, to come down 
dar, an’ stay; whar, dough de tasks 
war sometimes hard, an’ dey hed to 
‘arn dar bred by de sweat ob dar brow, 
dey could git knowledge an’ larnin’. 
An’ p’raps, too, you don’t know dat de 
chil’ren ob Israel, who war de chil’ren 
ob Joseph an’ his bred’rin, when dey’d 
staid down dar in Egypt de ’pointed 
time, war taken by de Lord inter de 
lan’ ob Canaan, which was a lan’ ‘ flow- 
in’ wid milk and honey ;’ and dat dey 
war gib’n dat lan’ fur dar possession. 
Now, my friends,’ and he paused and 
looked around on the congregation, 
‘de story ob Joseph am de story ob de 
brack man; he hab been taken out ob 
de pit; he hab been sole fur twenty 
pieces ob silver; he hab been brought 
inter Egypt, an’, bless de Lord, he am 
bound fur de lan’ ob Canaan. 

‘He hab been taken out ob de pit. 
A pit, my friends, am a dark place, 
whar de sun neber shine, an’ de 
light neber come; an’ Africa, de coun- 
try whar our faders an’ our gran’faders 
come from—am a pit; fur de darkness 
cobers dat lan’, an’ gross darkness de 
people dareof. Dey hab no cloes—dey 
lib in cabins made ob clay, an’ in holes 
in de groun’—dey kill an’ eat one 
anoder,- an’ dey’m allers at war wid 
one anoder. But de white man he gwoe 
dar, an’ he buy ’em fur twenty pieces 
ob silver—dat’s’ zactly de price— twenty 
silver dollars—dey pay dat fur ’em up 
ter dis day—dem pore, ign’rant folks 
won't take nuffin’ but silver. Well, de 
white man buy ’em, and he fotch ’em 
to dis country, which am like de lan’ 
ob Egypt, full ob schools, ob churches, 
ob larnin,’ an’ ob all manner ob good 
tings. Shore, we hab to wuck hard 
har; some ob us hab to bear heaby 
burdens, an’ to make bricks w’en dey 
gib-us no straw to make em wid; but 
we am in de lan’ ob Egypt, whar we 
hab knowledge ob de Lord; whar de 
gospil am preach to us, an’ whar we 
kin fine out de rode to de lan’ ob Ca- 
naan, (To be shore, we karn’t all larn 
out ob de books; but book larnin’ 
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neber make a man, no how.) Yas, my 
friends, yere we kin fine out de road to 
de lan’ ob Canaan; an’ do ye know 
whet dat lan’ ob Canaan, dat’m waitin’ 
fur de brack man,am? Do ye ’spose 
it am a lan’ whar de days am hot, an’ 
de nights am cole; whar we'll hoe de 
cotton, an’ gader de turpentine, an’ cut 
de shingles in de swamp? whar we'll 
wuck till we drop down; whar we'll 
hunger an’ furst? whar de fever will 
burn in our veins, an’ de nager will 
rattle our bones as de corn am rattled 
in de hopper? No, my friends, ’tain’t 
no lan’ like dat! It am de habitation 
on high, de city builded ob de Lord, 
de eberlasting kingdom founded by 
de Eternal God, who made heaben an’ 
*arth, de sea, an’ all dat in dem is! 
Oh, tink ob dat, my friends, an’ hab 
courage! Tink ob dat when you’ma 
faint an’ a weary, an’ leff you’ hearts be 
glad, an’ you’ souls rejoice in hope. 
Fur dat lan’ ain’t ’spressly fur de 
white man—it am fur de brack man, 
too; an’ ebery one ob us, eben de 
brackest, kin git to it ef we'll jess 
foller der road—ef we'll jess do our 
duty, bear meekly our burdens, an’ lean 
humbly on de arm ob de Lord. I 
knows it am so, my friends. I knows 
it am so, fur de oder night, when de 
deep sleep fell upon me, I dreamed a 
dream. I fought dar come to my cab- 
in, an’ stood aside ob my bed, a great 
white angel, wid feet dat touch de 
*arth, but wid head dat reach unto de 
heabens. He wore raiment shinin’ like 
silver, an’ on his head wus a girdle ob 
stars. His face wus dazzlin’ as de sun, 
an’ his eyes war like flamin’ fire. He 


look at me, an’ he say: ‘ Joseph, come’ 


up hither!’ He reach out his hand an’ 
he lift me up—above de ‘arth—above 
de clouds—above de stars—’way up to 
de high heabens, whar am de sperrits 
ob just men made perfect, who hab 
been redeemed from among men, who 
hab gone fru great tribulation, whose 
garments hab been washed clean in de 
blood ob de Lamb! ‘ Dis,’ he say, ‘ am 
de city ob de livin’ God, de heabenly 








. 
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Jerusalem, whose foundations am saf- 
fomires, whose walls am silver, whose 
streets am gold, whose houses am jew- 
els an’ all precious stones! Here de 
sun neber sets. Here de storm an’ de 
hurricane neber come, an’ here, Joseph, 
am a dwellin’ prepared fur you—here, 
ef you’m faithful an’ "bedient, you 
shill come when you’ wuck on de ‘arth 
am ober!’ 

The speaker had been gradually 
warming with his subject till he 
uttered this last sentence, when his 
voice trembled, his face glowed, and 
his upturned eye seemed gazing on 
the ineffable glories of the land he 
was describing. A stillness like that 
of death fell on the assemblage, and 
the simple blacks, hanging breathlessly 
on his words, looked up to where Joe’s 
hand was pointing, as if they too had 
caught the vision on which his eyes 
were feasting. In a moment, he con- 
tinued : 

‘I looked round, an’ I saw dat 
beautiful city; I breafed its air; I 
walked its streets; I hard its music— 
de neber endin’ song which its countless 
people send up to de throne ob de Great 
Father; an’ I say to de angel: ‘Do 
brack folks lib yere? Kin dey come to 
dis beautiful country ?’ an’ he say : You 
shill see.’ Den he lead me fru dose 
shinin’ streets, out inter de open fiel’s 
whar war pleasant pastures, greener 
dan any on de ‘arth, an’ still waters, 
dat sparkle in de sun, jess like 
missus’ diamonds in de light ob de 
fire. (I did not know that Mrs. Pres- 
ton wore diamonds—she certainly had 
not worn them in my presence.) ‘ He 
lead me out till we come to a great 
woods, whar fount’ins war playin’, an’ 
birds war singin’, an’ flowers war 
growin’, an’ de air wus full of fra- 
grance; an’ dar I seed a great crowd 
ob people gadered togeder, a listenin’ 
to one dat wus a talkin’ to’em. Dar 
wus Ab’ram, an’ Isaac, an’ Jacob,—dar 
wus Moses, an’ Joseph, an’ Samuel—dar 
wus David, an’ Solomon, an’ de proph- 
ets—dar wus Paul, an’ John, an’ Peter, 
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—dar wus ‘most all de great an’ good 
men who hab libed in de worle; an’ 
dar too, right aside ob de one dat wus 
speakin’, wus de blessed Saviour, wid 
de woun’ in his side, an’ de print ob de 
nails in his hands. An’ who do you 
tink wus a talkin’ dar, to all dem great 
people? Who do you tink wus fought 
good ‘nuff to stan’ by de side ob de 
blessed Saviour? It wusa brack man! 
It wus a brack man, who, down yere 
had been ole, an’ lame, an’ blind, an’ ob 
no account—so no account he wouldn’t 
sell fur nuffin’. He wus tellin’ dem 
great folks ob de great lub ob de Lord 
to him, an’ dar tears rolled down as 
dey hard him. He tole ’em how he 
use to lib in Car’lina—how he wus a 
slave; how he’d ‘most nuffin’ to eat; 
how he wus wucked in de swamp; 
how, ’fore de sun rose, an’ ’way inter de 
night, he use to stan’ in de mud an’ de 
water, till his bones war sore, his heart 
wus weary, his soul wus faint. How 
his massa flog him, ‘cause he couldn't 
wuck no more, till de blood run down 
his back, an’ it wus a ridged like de 
ploughed groun’. How his wife wus 
whipped to death afore his bery eyes; 
how his chil’ren—all ‘cept one—war 
sole ‘way from him; how dat one 
*bused him, an’ flogged him, an’ tor- 
mented him, till he wus jess ready to 
die. How, when his hair wus white, his 
body wus bent, his strength wus gone, 
an’ he was ole, an’ lame, an’ blind, his 
massa drove him ’way, and make him 
shirk fur himseff. How he beg in de 
roads ; how he sleep in de woods; in de 
cole an’ de rain, till a good gemman 
take him in, gib him a bed, tend to his 
wants, an’ pray ober him when he die. 
He tole ’em all dat; but he say dat fru 
it all, he hab peace ; fru it all, de Lord 
wus good to him ; fru it all, he felt His 
lub in his heart ; fru it all, de blessed 
Redeemer wus wid him; fru it all, he 
knowed dat mercy an’ salvation am in 
de heabens! An’ DEY aM DAR! Dey 
took him ‘way, ’way from de ‘arth; 
*way from his suffrin’s an’ his sorrers 
down yere, to joy, an’ peace, an’ rest up 
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dar. Up dar, whar all great an’ good 
men call him brudder—whar de Lord Je- 
hobah call him son, an’ whar de blessed 
Saviour will leff him stan’ at his right 
hand, foreber and eber. An’ he, my 
friends, wus @ BRACK MAN! An’ who 
do you spose he wus? Who do you 
*spose he wus ?’ 

He paused for a moment as he re- 
peated the question, and then, in a 
slow, impressive manner, continued : 

‘It wus ole Cale—Cunuel Dawsey’s 
Cale; an’ dat good gemman dat take 
him in and pray ober him when he die 
—wus my master—yas, bless de Lord, 
he wus my master |’ 

As Joe uttered these last words, Pres- 
ton bowed his head, his wife sobbed 
aloud, and the black people gave out 
a low cry, as sad as the wail which 
their own mourners breathe over the 
dead. Fixing his eyes on a tall, stal- 
wart negro in the audience, the 
preacher continued : 

‘ An’ he wus yow’ fader, Jake! You 
fader, who, when he wus down yere, you 
*bused, an’ persecuted, an’ treated like 
a dog, but who up dar am fought 
worthy to stand at de Saviour’s right 
hand! I knows it wus him, fur I seed 
him, I talked wid him, an’ he gabe me 
suffin’ to tell you. Stand up now, an’ 
yere what he hab to say.’ 

The black man’s face assumed a 
dogged expression ; he moved uneasily 
on his seat, but showed no inclination 
to rise. In a firm, imperious tone, Joe 
again called out to him: 

‘Stand up, I say! Folks like you’ 
fader am now, don’t talk to sech as you 
when dey’m sittin’ down: stand up, or 
Til gib you what Cunnel Dawsey neb- 
er gabe you in all you’ life.’ 

The negro reluctantly rose. Every 
eye was fixed upon him as Joe con- 
tinued : 

‘He ax me to say to you, Jake, dat 
he lubs you—lubs you bery much—dat 
he fully an’ freely furgibs you fur all de 
wrong you eber done him; fur all de 
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tears an’ de sorrer you eber cause him, 
And he say to me: ‘Tell Jake dat I’se 
been down dar an’ seed him. I’se seed 
how he shirk his wuck; how he "buse 
his wife an’ chil’ren ; how he hate his 
massa, an’ mean to kill him—(dough his 
massa am hard on him, ’tain’t no ’scuse 
fur dat). How he swar, an’ lie, an’ 
steal, an’ teach all de oder brack folks 
to do desame. How he’m no fought 
ob his soul; no fought ob dyin’; no 
fought ob whar he’m gwine when de 
Lord’s patience am clean worn out wid 
him. Tell him dat ef he gwo on dis 
way, he’ll neber see his ole fader no 
more; neber see his ole mudder, an’ 
his little brudders, who am up yere, 
too, no more; neber come to dis fine 
country, but be shet out inter outer 
darkness, whar am weepin’ an’ wailin’ 
an’ knashin’ ob teeth. Oh! tell him 
dis, an’ ’treat him, by all his fader’s keer 
fur him when he wus a chile; by all 
his lub fur him now; by all de good- 
ness ob de Lord, who hab borne wid 
him fru all dese long years, to turn 
round—to turn round, Now, an’ sot his 
face towards dis blessed country, whar 
he kin hab joy foreber! Tell him, 
too, dat efhe’ll do dis, dat his ole fader’!l 
leab his happy home an’ come down 
dar an’ holp him ; holp him at his wuck ; 
holp him to bar ebery load; gib him 
strength when he’m weak ; hole up his 
feet when he’m weary ; watch ober him 
day and night, all de time, till he’m 
ready to come up yere, an’ lib wid de 
Saviour foreber! Tell him—’ 

Joe paused, for a wild cry echodtl 
through the building, and the negro 
fell in strong convulsions to the floor. 

A scene of indescribable excitement 
and confusion followed, during which 
the black was carried out, and, more 
dead than alive, laid upon the ground. 
When quiet was somewhat restored, 
Preston made a short and feeling pray- 
er, and then, after giving out a hymn, 
he dismissed the congregation with the 
usual benediction, 


















THE CONSEQUENCES 


The Consequences of the Rebellion. 


OF THE REBELLION, 


Ii. 


Tue sturdy oak which is not pros- 
trated by the storm that assails it is 
made thereby to take deeper hold, and 
to draw the sustenance for a larger 
growth from the torn and loosened soil 
into which it has opportunity to thrust 
new roots and tendrils. . Reinvigorated 
by the resisted violence, its branches 
shoot upward to the skies and extend 
themselves laterally with majestic 
breadth. It gradually gains strength 
and becomes so firmly rooted in its 
place that it bids defiance to the re- 
peated tempests vainly striving to 
overthrow it, and stands for centuries, 
sublime in its unconquerable might and 
proud endurance. Our noble Union, 
fiercely assailed in its early maturity, 
before its strength has been fully devel- 
oped, now bends before the hurricane 
of civil war, swaying to and fro with 
fearful and threatening movements at 
every paroxysm of the tremendous 
blast. We look on with intense agony 
of suspense, to see whether it will stand 
the terrible ordeal, and outlive the un- 
exampled convulsion of social elements 
in which its strength and endurance 
have been so sorely tested. Instinctive- 
ly we know that if it survive the pres- 
ent momentous crisis, successfully resist- 
ing the attack of the enemy which as- 
sails it so furiously, its foundations will 
be immensely strengthened, and its 
power of resistance in future dangers 
will be indefinitely augmented. Pro- 
longed and permanent existence, with 
assured security and repose, will be the 
best and most indisputable result of its 
triumph. Though shaken and torn by 
the deadly assault, and to a certain 
extent deprived of its usual resources, 
in the very effort of resistance it will 
have put forth new connections, which 
returning peace will multiply and 





strengthen. The immense demand on 
its energy and enterprise will have 
aroused all its slumbering capacities 
and stimulated them to the highest 
point of exertion. Under the neces- 
sity of self-preservation, the nation will 
have been fully awakened to a sense of 
its gigantic power, which, when em- 
ployed in the benign pursuits of peace, 
will be sufficient speedily to restore its 
prosperity to even more than former 
splendor. The resources of our broad 
domain are so unbounded, and the 
courage and persistence of our people 
so indomitable, that even the sacrifices 
and losses of so great a war will make 
no serious impression on the destined 
career of this youthful and growing na- 
tion. So long as the vigor and elastici- 
ty of the popular force is not absolutely 
overpowered and suppressed, the reac- 
tion will only be so much the stronger 
for all the mighty pressure which has 
been placed upon it. Returning 
strength, so invigorated and redoubled 
by repose, will enable the people to 
bear the burden patiently, and within a 
comparatively brief period to throw it 
off entirely ; and then they will bound 
forward with renewed energy in that 
race of unexampled progress which has 
been sadly interrupted, but not by any 
means wholly arrested. 

If peace had continued, and especially 
if no civil war had occurred to desolate 
our country, the labors of the popula- 
tion would have been directed chiefly 
to the increase of wealth, and to the 
improvement which always accom- 
panies material prosperity. It would 
be a monstrous error to say that the 
interruption of these occupations has 
not been a calamity of the most serious 
character. Yet is it not altogether un- 
mixed with good. Indeed, it is by no 
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means certain that, in the circumstances 
which gave rise to the war, there was 
not an actual necessity, of a moral na- 
ture, which made it on the whole ad- 
vantageous to arouse the nation to this 
gigantic strife, and thus to exchange its 
ordinary struggle for wealth into a 
combat for a momentous principle. Is 
it questionable whether, in every case, 
the establishment of such a principle is 
not the most important of all objects, 
and whether every other pursuit and 
occupation ought not to be made sec- 
ondary to it? In the sacrifices and suf- 
ferings which a nation undergoes for 
the sake of asserting an important moral 
or political truth, there is always a 
wholesome virtue that in some measure 
redeems the brutality and violence 
which are the inseparable accompani- 
ments of all wars, and which peculiar- 
ly characterize the history of civil wars, 
in every age and country. It is not 
merely the elevated and unselfish senti- 
ment of patriotism, as known in former 
ages, and expressed in the noble senti- 
ment, dulce et decorum est pro patria 
mori, which engenders lofty impulses 
and nourishes the rugged virtues of the 
soldier in the heart ; but the still high- 
er sentiment of love for humanity and 
universal freedom—a sentiment wholly 
unknown in what are called the heroic 
ages—sanctifies the labors, the wounds, 
and the glorious death of the martyrs 
who struggle and fall in such a contest. 
Men have often fought and willingly 
died in the cause of their country, re- 
gardless of the merits of the contro- 
versy between the opposing parties. 
There is a certain manliness and devo- 
tion to others in this species of patriot- 
ism, which commands respect and ad- 
miration ; and this feeling of approba- 
tion rises still higher when the cause 
of the nation is undeniably just, and 
the self-sacrificing patriot is giving his 
life for the purchase of liberty to his 
country. But the highest and noblest 
of all exhibitions is that in which the 
sacrifice is made for the good of the 
race—for principles in which all men 
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are alike interested, and in which the 
martyr can claim no peculiar advan- 
tage to himself or to his own branch 
of the human family. The nation 
which accepts war for such a cause, 
and wages it with all her means and 
energies, exhibits a moral grandeur 
which, in spite of misfortune, has a 
saving power, capable of overcoming 
and compensating all calamities, of 
whatever nature and extent. That na- 
tion cannot be overthrown—not unless 
the laws of the Most High himself can 
be subverted, and the right be made 
permanently to succumb to the wrong. 
Let it be understood, however, that this 
assertion is made only with reference 
to wars which are essentially defensive ; 
for no nation has the right to propa- 
gate even the best and noblest princi- 
ples by the power of the sword. In 
our case, it is true, other motives con- 
cur in moving the nation to this tre- 
mendous struggle. Not merely the 
rights and interests of an inferior, de- 
graded, and suffering race appeal to our 
humanity ; but the unity and greatness 
of our country, its influence abroad, 
and its success and prosperity at home, 
are all involved. It is one of many in- 
stances in which the best and highest 
impulses of our nature are reénforced 
by the dictates of the noblest and most 
elevated of human interests—the inter- 
ests of a nation, of a continent, yea, of 
the world itself; for our gates are still 
open to the ingress of our brothers from 
abroad, and our immense and fertile 
domain, as well as our priceiess institu- 
tions, are freely offered to their partici- 
pation. 

But, aside from the principles in- 
volved in the war, there are results of 
an interesting character springing from 
it, Which are well worthy the attention 
of the statesman and the patriot. Two 
very opposite effects are produced on 
the minds of the men engaged in such 
a contest as this, or, indeed, in any con- 
test of arms whatever, when it assumes 
the proportions of a regular war. The 
volunteering of our young men of all 
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classes, in numbers so immense, is an 
extraordinary phenomenon. These sol- 
diers by choice, many of them educated 
and intelligent, and impelled by delib- 
erate considerations of principle, will- 
ingly undergo the hard labor of mili- 
tary training, of marches and cam- 
paigns, and the still more trying inactivi- 
ty of life in camps and fortresses, in new 
and unfriendly regions and climates. 
They fearlessly face death in every 
ghastly form, on the battle field, by 
exposure in all seasons, by physical 
exhaustion, and by the most dreadful 
contagious diseases. They devote 
themselves unreservedly to the great 
cause, and in doing so exhibit the no- 
blest spirit of self-sacrifice, and that on 
the grandest scale presented in history. 
Fortitude and courage, contempt of the 
most appalling dangers, disregard of 
suffering and privation, wounds, muti- 
lation, and lingering death—these are 
the habits of soul which our citizen 
soldiers cultivate, and which tend to 
strengthen and harden the character, 
and to give it great moral force. The 
great qualities thus nurtured in the 
bosom of the multitudes destined soon 
to return to peaceful life will assuredly 
make a powerful impression on the 
whole society, which must be thorough- 
ly pervaded with the manly virtues 
thence destined to be infused into it. 
Every man who has been conspicuous 
for his soldierly conduct and for the 
faithful performance of duty will be 
an object of general respect, though he 
may have passed unscathed through 
the fiery ordeal; while every maimed 
and wounded citizen will be regarded 
as bearing on his person, in his honor- 
able scars and deficient limbs, the dec- 
orations which exalt and ennoble him 
in the eyes of his countrymen. Many 
a chivalrous deed will be recounted 
with pride and satisfaction, and handed 
down to immortality by the pen of his- 
tory and poetry, and by the pencil and 
chisel of art. Even the undistin- 
guished services of those who have 
fought in the war for the Union, and 
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who have passed unchallenged through 
the fiery ordeal, will be cherished by 


their children, and transmitted to their 
remoter posterity with patriotic pride 
and pardonable self-satisfaction. Thus 
the glory of noble deeds in this memor- 
able war will everywhere shed its lustre 
on the national character, and will tend 
to stimulate the loftiest virtues in the 
present and succeeding generations. 
But, on the other hand, the unavoid- 
able dissipation of military life, the 
vices of the camp, the brutality and 
want of moral sensibility engendered 
by the necessity of slaughter and the 
horrible ravages of war, will tend 
largely to counteract the good results 
already noted, Those who may be 
nobly disdainful of their own sufferings, 
will sometimes be even more regardless 
of the sufferings of others; and per- 
haps sometimes, with the natural per- 
version of human passion effected by 
civil war, will seek to avenge their 
own misfortunes by ungenerous rigor 
and cruelty toward all within their 
power, suspected of favoring the enemy 
only in thought or sentiment. Even 
this imperfect discrimination is too 
often altogether omitted, and innocent 
loyalty is made to suffer losses and se- 
verities which ought never to be visit- 
ed on non-combatants, even though 
they be of the enemy. The fearful dis- 
regard of human life, and of the accu- 
miulations of human labor in the shape 
of property, which marks the move- 
ments of our armies in almost all quar- 
ters, and even distinguishes the conduct 
of some of our high officials, constitutes 
one of the most serious evils which at- 
tend the contest, and which will leave 
their natural consequences as a perma- 
nent injury to the nation. The record 
of these misdeeds, now disregarded in 
the hurry and excitement of the con- 
flict, will hereafter confront us with 
terrible effect. The bad acts them- 
selves will long continue to bear fruit 
after their kind, and to scatter the seeds 
of vice over the land. Such draw- 
backs, however, accompany more or 
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less all great military operations, no 
matter how sacred the cause in which 
armies are engaged. Yet, we fear, no 
such example of generous and unselfish 
devotion to a holy cause can be found 
in our present experience as was exhib- 
ited by the French people in their vio- 
lent and bloody revolution of 1789. 
The mercenary spirit has largely infect- 
ed the military as well as the civil 
agencies of our Government. But a 
people struggling for great principles 
are compelled to use such instruments 
as may be at its command; and if the 
material of armies and their connec- 
tions in civil life be often of a charac- 
ter to be degraded rather than elevated 
by the employments and experiences 
of war, it is nevertheless certain that 
these bad effects do not always, per- 
haps not generally, outweigh and over- 
power the good. 

History does not present another ex- 
ample of large armies made up of such 
men as those who now constitute the 
defenders of the Union. For intelli- 
gence and moral worth, they are unsur- 
passed by the masses of any population 
in the civilized world, and certainly 
they are far superior in all respects to 
those usually constituting the armies 
of other nations. To our shame and 
regret, there are certainly some excep- 
tions to this statement; but these are 
comparatively few, and mostly confined 
to those who have not enjoyed the full 
advantage of our noble system of uni- 
versal education. In many instances, 
the best young men in the land have 
gone into the army as privates; while 
in the rural districts and from the 
Western States, the very bone and 
sinew of the population—the sober, 
steady, intelligent, industrious, and 
prosperous part of the people—have 
taken up arms in the cause of the 
Union, from a deliberate approval of 
the policy of the war on our part, and 
from the noblest and most unselfish 
motives of patriotism. The prepon- 
derance of such men in our armies evi- 
dently makes them, on the whole, sus- 
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ceptible to the good, rather than to the 
bad influences of war. Reflection, self- 
respect, rational views of the causes and 
objects of the war, and elevated mo- 
tives of action, cannot fail to bring 
those who possess these qualities all the 
benefits of self-denial, of patriotic la- 
bor willingly expended, and of sacrifices 
made and sufferings endured in a good 
and noble cause. The mental cultiva- 
tion and moral training of the Ameri- 
can citizen constitute a shield, from 
whose solid and polished surface the 
missiles of temptation, which easily 
penetrate other defences, usually glance 
or rebound with harmless effect. The 
carnage of the battle field, the bom- 
bardment and capture of cities, and the 
ravages of armies, marching or in 
camp, which too often harden the 
hearts and blunt the sensibilities of 
the ordinary soldier, have no such 
effect, or, at least, a much less effect, in 
this particular, on the minds of hu- 
mane and educated men. Hence we 
may fairly anticipate that the influence 
of this war on the men who compose 
the army, and who must sooner or later 
return to the occupations they have 
temporarily left, will be of a far better 
character than that of any war ever 
hitherto waged in any part of the 
world. No such conditions have ever 
heretofore existed in reference to any 
great national contest. Our immense 
volunteer army, so largely composed of 
intelligent and respectable men—men 
who are fully capable, and entitled by 
their votes, to influence the great meas- 
ures of war or peace—presents a specta- 
cle new and wholly unexampled in his- 
tory ; and the consequences of our con- 
test to the moral and social condition 
of the people will be correspondingly 
unusual and important. We may safely 
assume from these considerations that 
the good will preponderate over the 
bad. 


There is, however, another species of 
influence of a more questionable char- 
acter, which is worthy of consideration 
in any attempt to anticipate the conse- 














quences of this extraordinary rebellion. 
The nature of our institutions renders 
them accessible to popular impulses at 
very brief intervals of time ; and it may 
well be expected, that, after the con- 
clusion of the war, especially if it be 
successful, a sentiment nearly universal 
will prevail in favor of the elevation of 
the men who have been conspicuous in 
the military service. There will be a 
disposition to reward the successful 
soldier with civic honors, and to place 
the conduct of the Government in the 
hands of men who have exhibited only 
a capacity to lead and handle armies. 
The power of the military men will in 
this way be prolonged. Doubtless, a 
great soldier may be expected to show 
large executive abilities, and with 
proper experience may well be intrust- 
ed with the management of the highest 
offices in our country. There are times 
and occasions, of which the present is 
a most memorable instance, when the 
peculiar capacities of a great military 
leader would be of infinite service to 
the cause of freedom and humanity, 
provided, at the same time, he should 
possess undoubted integrity and patri- 
otism, without any mixture of bad am- 
bition, A Washington, or a Jackson, 
in the Presidential chair at the com- 
mencement of this rebellion, would 
have been of inestimable value to our 
country, outweighing the importance 
of mighty armies and countless treas- 
ure; for the value both of men and 
money, in such emergencies, depends 
wholly on the skill and wisdom with 
which they are used and directed. If 
God had vouchsafed us one grand will 
to control the human tempest now 
raging around us, our noble country 
would have been saved from many ca- 
lamities and much disgrace, such as 
will require hard labor and heavy sac- 
rifices to overcome. 

It is not, therefore, the probability 
that military men may frequently be 
elevated to high office that need give 
any apprehension to the lover of his 
country. But it is the almost certain 
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prevalence of a blind and undistin- 
guishing sentiment of caste, which will 
seek to control the elections in favor of 
the soldier under all circumstances, 
whether fit or unfit for the position 
sought. We are likely to have soldiers 
in all the executive offices, soldiers in 
the diplomatic service, in the legisla- 
tive halls, and even on the bench. The 
danger is that the popular enthusiasm 
in favor of those who have served in 
the war will go to the extent of sub- 
stituting gallantry and good conduct 
in the field for those very different 
qualifications demanded in responsible 
civil stations. A wound received, or a 
limb lost, will, in many instances, con- 
stitute a stronger recommendation for 
political preferment than long experi- 
ence, coupled with ability and high 
character. This disposition to reward 
those who have faithfully served the 
country in time of war is an amiable 
characteristic of the American people, 
and proves that, in this particular at 
least, republics are not ungrateful. But 
it is clear, at the same time, that the 
public gratitude, thus turned into po- 
litical channels, may be productive of 
great evil, by lowering the character of 
the men employed in performing pub- 
lic functions of importance. Already 
the results of our elective system have 
become the subject of intense anxiety 
Not- 
withstanding the extensive provision 
made for the education of our people, 
of the universality and efficiency of 
which we justiy boast, an almost equal 
extension of the elective franchise has 
not tended to improve the wisdom of 
the popular choice, or the character 
and qualifications of the men selected 
in latter times to fill high public offices. 
So seriously is this truth felt, that it is 
now a political problem of the first im- 
portance to devise some means by 
which the frequent elections in our 
country may be made to work more 
certainly and uniformly to the eleva- 
tion of good and able men, who now 
too often shun rather than seek employ- 
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ment in the national service. If this 
indispensable improvement cannot be 
accomplished, our institutions are in 
danger of falling into contempt, as ex- 
hibiting no very great advance on the 
old modes of hereditary designation 


_of political functionaries. The party 


machinery of the present day, adapted 
chiefly to the purpose of availability 
and the means of securing success at all 
hazards, is mostly responsible for the 
degeneracy which unquestionably char- 
acterizes the public men of this day, in 
comparison with those who in former 


‘ times filled the same high stations. In 


view of these facts, it may be that the 
military régime about to be ushered in 
asa consequence of the great existing 
war, will of itself be an improvement, 
since it must be acknowledged there is 
some merit in the devotion and sacri- 
fices of those who fight the battles of 
the Union, while it is notorious that 
corrupt political parties too frequently 
select and reward their leaders without 
regard to merit at all. 

It may be said that there is incon- 
sistency and contradiction in the views 
presented, inasmuch as the claim for 
remarkable intelligence and superiori- 
ty in the rank and file of the army 
would imply too much patriotism and 
self-sacrifice to admit of the conse- 
quences suggested. But we must re- 
member the immense numbers of our 
army, its large proportion to the whole 
population, the esprit de corps so natu- 
rally engendered in such a body, and 
the powerful influence it may wield by 
turning the scale in our inveterate and 
often nicely balanced partisan contests. 
We must also take into consideration 
that well known principle of human 
nature, as old as government itself, 
which seems to impel all men possess- 
ing irresponsible power to abuse it, 
and employ it for their own selfish ad- 
vantage. This is peculiarly the case 
with classes which gain ascendency, as 
such, over the other parts of the com- 
munity. Political parties in our coun- 
try will surely not fail to seek alliance 
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with the citizen soldiers at the close 
of the war, and to secure success by all 
the arts and devices which can be made 
available to that end. But let us hope 
the good sense and patriotism of our 
young men, their moderation and self- 
control, will be as conspicuous in future 
political campaigns, as in those more 
glorious ones which are yet destined to 
overthrow our enemies and restore our 
inestimable Union to its former great- 
ness, 

But it is not our purpose to confine 
these remarks to the loyal States and 
the Union armies ; nor is it at all para- 
doxical to extend them to the region 
and the population controlled by the 
rebel government. Every good citizen, 
having confidence in the supremacy of 
right and the destiny of our country, 
anticipates the reunion of the States at 
the conclusion of the war. The bulk 
of the Southern army must likewise 
return to society, and carry with it such 
influence as it may derive from the pe- 
culiar character of its cause, the motives 
by which it is animated, and the acts, 
good or bad, noble or mean, which it 
may perform. It cannot be denied 
that the soldiers of the rebel army have 
exhibited the highest personal quali- 
ties, of daring courage, skilful enter- 
prise, patient endurance, and the most 
indomitable perseverance, under diffi- 
culties apparently insuperable. Their 
cause is bad. The impartial judgment 
of mankind will pronounce it so, when 
the passions of the hour shall have com- 
pletely subsided. But the masses of 
the Southern people evidently do not 
take this view of the war they are 
waging against the Government which 
has so long protected them, and under 
which they have acquired all the 
strength they are now ungratefully 
using to overthrow it. They have been 
artfully misled into the belief that they 
are engaged in a war altogether defen- 
sive—that they are fighting pro aris et 
Jfocis—in short, that they have given 
themselves up to the holiest work which 
any people can ever be called on to un- 




















dertake. 


Doubtless, in frequent in- 
stances, and sometimes among consid- 
erable populations, different sentiments 
prevail and have been entertained from 
the beginning. A glimmering of the 
truth may occasionally dawn on the 
minds of those who went into the con- 
test with entire confidence in the justice 
of their cause. But on the whole it is 
vain to deny the sincerity and the deep 
convictions of the Southern people. 
Nothing less than these could have sus- 
tained them in the appalling difficulties 
of their position. No people ever con- 
ducted a more brilliant and successful 
defensive war against the vast odds, on 
land and sea, with which they have had 
to contend. Let us be sufficiently mag- 
nanimous to confess the truth, unpleas- 
ant though it be, and acknowledge that 
they have hitherto outmanaged us in 
the general conduct of the war. They 
have exhibited an earnestness and de- 
termination, a gallantry and devotion, 
worthy of the highest purposes that 
ever call forth the energy of struggling 
nations. It is vain to say they are 
compelled by a military despotism ; for, 
however strong and arbitrary their gov- 
ernment may be, it evidently rests up- 
on the support of the people, and it 
could never continue the present con- 
test against popular disaffection at 
home joined with the mighty invading 
armies of the Union. 

What then are to be the results of 
great efforts and sacrifices in a cause 
which, though we believe it to be bad, 
they consider holy? Are their chival- 
rous deeds to be less ennobling to the 
character of Southern men, than similar 
ones, springing from like motives, on 
the part of our armies? It is the mo- 
tive which gives character to all actions, 
and mistake or error of the most per- 
verse kind, when arising from honest 
conviction, cannot alter the merit of 
what is done or suffered. If it be said 
that the assumed convictions of the 
Southern people are incredible, it is 
only necessary to look back a few cen- 
turies, in order to see the whole Chris- 
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tian world entertaining sentiments 
equally abhorrent to the enlightened 
conscience of the present day. The 
universal participation in the slave 
trade, and the horrible persecutions for 
religious heresy, which everywhere pre- 
vailed, are sad evidences of the possi- 
bility of indulging the most disastrous 
errors with perfect sincerity. Besides, 
if we consider how great a diversity of 
opinion prevails among the people of 
the loyal States, on the subject of the 
rebellion and its causes, it will require 
no great degree of credulity to induce 
the belief that the Southern people are 
impelled by deep convictions in their 
present struggle. 

Failure and defeat on their part will 
cast the usual discredit on the cause 
which is overthrown; and in this case 
we do not entertain a doubt that ulti- 
mately the right will prevail, and that 
the discomfiture and disgrace will fall 
where justice would require. Men will 
be deeply mortified to find themselves 
utterly overcome, and all their brave 
deeds and their magnanimous sacrifices 
and sufferings expended in a failing 
and a bad cause. It will be their great 
misfortune that serious reflection and 
conviction should come to them only 
after these great events, and when it is 
too late to recall them. But it is the 
peculiar characteristic of contests like 
this, that they do eventually make clear 
the subjects of dispute in which they 
originate. All the wranglings of poli- 
ticians, and all the learning and logic 
of contending theologians in divided 
churches, could never accomplish the 
speedy and thorough decision of con- 
tested questions which will follow this 
tremendous war. Bold and extra-con- 
stitutional expedients necessarily grow 
out of the prevailing violence. They 
will soon test the possibility of measures 
which are too great for ordinary times, 
and will push the existing tendencies 
toward fundamental change into sudden 
and premature development. 

Physical strength and success in war 
are by no means fair tests of truth and 
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principle; but in the present contest, 
such is the condition of our country 
and the character of its relations with 
the civilized world that, if the Union 
shall be restored to its former integrity, 
the result will give strong evidence of 
the righteousness of our cause. Such 
are the temptations to foreign inter- 
ference, and such the evident disposi- 
tion of the ruling dynasties in some 
powerful nations to destroy the in- 
fluence and example of this great re- 
public, as well as to break down her 
rivalry in commerce and manufactures, 
that nothing but a holy cause, appeal- 
ing to the moral sense of mankind, 
could prevent the natural alliance be- 
tween despotism abroad and the kin- 
dred system in the South which seeks 
to establish its tyranny on the ruins of 
our Government. Besides, the diver- 
ging systems of policy in the two sec- 
tions have carried on their struggle for 
more than a quarter of a century, under 
conditions which make it demonstrable 
that their present inequality of strength 
and means is the direct consequence of 
these divergencies. Their long-con- 
tinued emulation, passing through all 
the stages of envy, hatred, and politi- 
cal contention, has finally culminated in 
bloody civil war ; and from the peculiar 
circumstances of the case, the termina- 
tion of the contest, if the parties be left 
to themselves, will fully and fairly test 
the physical strength and moral force 
of the contending principles. The bet- 
ter principle, by virtue of its superior 
growth, will overthrow the worse and 
weaker one, which has relatively de- 
clined in power throughout all the long 
contest between the two. Enlightened 
convictions will grow up as the mighty 
conflict subsides ; and institutions will 
be modified in conformity with the 
truths which are destined to appear 
through the blaze and smoke of 
battle. 

Heaven forbid that we should con- 
found moral distinctions, and place trea- 
son and rebellion on the same footing 
with patriotic devotion to the cause of 
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Union and liberty. Political and moral 
errors, however innocent in intention, 
stand on the same footing, as totheir 
consequences, with all other violations 
of natural law. They bring retribution 
inevitable; nor can the blind and igno- 
rant partisan of wrong entirely escape 
the shame of his misconduct, on the 
ground of erroneous judgment. But 
let us not arrogate to ourselves a supe- 
riority of virtue, which in reality we 
have no just right to claim. Are we 
sure that, even on our side, which we 
consider that of truth and humanity, 
all our individual motives are up to the 
level of the great principles involved ? 
Are we not rather, to some extent, the 
blind instruments of social causes, 
stronger than our own will, and while 
seeming to follow the inclination of our 
own enlightened minds, are we not im- 
pelled by passion and, ambition in the 
inevitable direction indicated, and even 
necessitated, by the circumstances sur- 
rounding us? Are not similar influ- 
ences operating on the Southern mind, 
and forcing it, with a compulsion equal- 
ly inexorable, into the fatal current of 
civil war? With the masses on both 
sides, this is undoubtedly true. Whole 
communities do not engage in such 
disastrous strife in mere wantonness and 
wicked advocacy of a bad cause. Ei- 
ther their judgment is distorted, or their 
passions aroused to such an extent as 
to render them utterly blind to the 
true nature of the principles involved, 
and to make them believe they are 
acting, under the strongest provocation, 
for the defence of their honor, their in- 
terests, and their acknowledged rights. 
Every liberal mind will readily con- 
cede the existence of these sentiments 
and motives. 

But suppose the war ended by the 
overthrow of the rebellion and the res- 
toration of the Federal authority: 
what is to be the effect in those States 
which have been the theatre of the great 
conspiracy, whence have issued all the 
mighty armies which have assailed so 
fiercely the Constitution and Govern- 
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ment of our fathers? Will the men 
who have shed their blood freely to de- 
stroy the Union ever again be brought 
to sustain it with sincerity and zeal? 
Can they be expected to acknowledge 
their profound error, and receive again 
heartily to their affections and willing 
obedience the authority which they 
have so haughtily spurned and sought 
to smite with utter destruction? This 
is a momentous question. It is the 
most important which can be presented 
to the country at the moment of its 
anticipated triumph, when the fearful 
clash of arms is about to subside and 
give place to the serious labor of con- 
ciliation and reconstruction. To con- 
quer the rebellion will be, at least, to 
make all its aims utterly hopeless. 
Failure and disaster will be forever 
stamped upon the ideas on which the 
revolution has been founded, and they, 
with their inspiration, good or bad, 
will be permanently overthrown, to- 
gether with the men who have used 
them so efficiently for the inauguration 
and continuance of this tremendous 
strife. There is wonderful power in 
the success of an idea, as there is a cor- 
responding influence in the utter over- 
throw of its physical manifestations 
and efforts. A cause rendered hope- 
less by defeat ceases to sustain the 
passions which it has excited, under 
the influence of which it has made it- 
self respectable and powerful. If it be 
founded in truth and right, it will have 
within itself the elements of resuscita- 
tion, and it can never become altogeth- 
er hopeless. But if it have no such 
basis of substantial truth, its failure 
once is for all time. The hearts of men 
cannot long cling to such a cause. Its 
traditions even become odious, and the 
effort will be to ignore and forget its 
incidents, and to escape the discreuit 
of having participated in its ambitious 
struggles. 

But to conquer the rebellion is not 
to subjugate the South. This is a dis- 
tinction of the utmost importance in 
attempting to estimate the conse- 
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quences of the great struggle. So far 
from the subjugation of the South- 
ern people resulting, in any contin- 
gency, the success of the Union arms 
must be their regeneration and redemp- 
tion. To overthrow the confederate 
government will be only to relieve the 
people from its grasp, and to reinstate 
them in the rights and liberties which 
they have hitherto enjoyed. A com- 
bination of force, fraud, and self-delu- 
sion has sustained the power of the 
rebel dynasty, and enabled it to wield 
the influence and authority of the whole 
people of the seceding States, with 
some few remarkable exceptions. To 
break up this combination will do more 
than merely defeat a hostile power: it 
will, in effect, annihilate the whole 
vicious organization, and leave its ele- 
ments free to engage in other combina- 
tions, more in accordance with right, 
and better calculated to secure success 
and prosperity. _ It is not unreasonable 
to anticipate that they will eventually 
resume their former relations with the 
Federal Government, as most condu- 
cive to these ends. There are some 
men, perhaps one whole class, who can 
never escape the responsibility of all 
the overwhelming evils and calamities 
which the war has brought upon the 
South. The cordial acquiescence of 
these can hardly be anticipated; but 
their power will be completely de- 
stroyed, and the people may well be 
expected to disregard their murmurs 
and complaints. Indeed, it is not alto- 
gether unlikely that an injured and 
exasperated people may turn on the 
authors of their ruin, and wreak upon 
them a fearful vengeance, so far, at least, 
as to ostracize and banish them forever 
from the land they have blighted and 
destroyed. The masses of the people, 
holding few or no slaves, though in- 
volved in the war by force of the gen- 
eral delusion into which they have been 
artfully inveigled, will not consider 
themselves responsible for its conse- 
quences; they will rather look on 
themselves as the victims of designing 
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men, who, for selfish purposes, have 
partly seduced and partly impelled 
them into the perils and disasters of a 
gigantic but fruitless rebellion. This 
state of feeling will leave the minds of 
the Southern people in a condition to 
estimate fairly their own relations to 
the rebellion, and their obligations to 
the Union, which again c:lls them, with 
paternal tenderness, to its generous 
confidence and magnanimous protec- 
tion. They will have no cause for ap- 
prehension that their restoration to 
good ‘fellowship and perfect equality. 
will not be complete and free from all 
unfriendly reservations. 

But this influence will not operate on 
those alone who have few or no slaves, 
comprehending the great mass of 
whites: it will exert itself more nota- 
bly on the large body of slaves them- 
selves. This is an element in the cal- 
culation which, humble though it be, 
cannot be overlooked without great 
error in the results. A fundamental 
change will take place in the condi- 
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tion of the blacks. They will be 
emancipated, either gradually and safe- 
ly, or with violent precipitation, with 
all its evils and disasters. Yet, how- 
ever the decree may come, whether by 
the sudden blow of military power, or 
by the free and cheerful codperation 
of the States and their people, the 
measure itself will be plainly the result 
of the rebellion, as met by the firm and 
noble stand assumed by the Federal 
Government, and maintained at so 
great a cost of treasure and of precious 
lives. The Government which, out of 
civil war and chaotic strife, brings such 
advantages—out of calamity and dan- 
ger educes such blessings of security 
and progress will be entitled to the 
unbounded gratitude of those who 
will be the chief gainers by its policy. 
But experience will soon teach the 
whites that they will be equal gainers 
in the end; and, in time, we may justly 
expect not only their cheerful acquies- 
cence, but their renewed allegiance and 
ardent support to the Federal authorities 





MOTTOES FOR CONTRACTORS. 


WHEN you contract for boots and shoes, 
Be not contracted in your views. 





When you agree to clothe the body, 
Expand your soul and flee from shoddy. 


No soul the difference can see 
*Twixt chico-rye and chicoree. 





Tis wise to feed the soldier well: 
For reason why—see Dante’s ‘ Hell.’ 
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SUNSHINE IN THOUGHT.* 


Tue genial pen of Mr. Leland has 
found an attractive theme in the title 
of this curious and suggestive volume. 
Without the formality of an inexorable 
system, it is written from the impulses 
of a large and sympathetic nature, more 
accustomed to the acute observation 
of details than to exact and rigid gen- 
eralizations, but sending free and pene- 
trating glances beneath the surface of 
social life, and presenting a variety of 
sagacious hints and comments, often 
admirable for their quaint, original il- 
lustrations, and seldom destitute of an 
important ethical bearing and signifi- 
cance, 

In the composition of this work, Mr. 
Leland has aimed at the defence of that 
view of life which combines a cheerful 
earnestness of purpose with manly 
energy of action, as opposed to the 
melancholic, whining, lachrymose spirit, 
which has been affected by certain pop- 
ular modern poets, and, through their 
vicious example, has been cherished as 
one of the essential qualities of genius, 
Of this style of character Mr. Leland 
has not the slightest degree of toler- 
ance. Its manifestations are all abomi- 
nable in his eyes, and unsavory in his 
nostrils, He cannot endure its presence ; 
he regards its exercise as a nuisance: 
its permission in the plan of a kindly 
Providence is a mystery. 

The influence of a morbid melancholy, 
whether affected or genuine, in the lit- 
erature of the United States, is justly a 
matter of surprise and lamentation with 
the author. The American mind, as he 
remarks, has doubtless a strong ten- 
dency to humor. It delights in the 
expression of a mischievous irony or 
good-natured sarcasm. The querulous 
wailings which are the stock in trade 
of a certain class of writers are unnat- 


ural and discordant sounds. We should 
expect rather a serene and cheerful 
melody from a young and brave-hearted 
race, which is in intimate relations with 
the external world. Instead of this, we 
have sucked in with the milk of our 
Puritan mothers a forlorn and sorrow- 
ful spirit. We celebrate our festivals 
with a sad countenance. We attempt 
to make merry by singing dismal 
psalms. We weave our woes into poet- 
ry, and expand our wretchedness in 
plaintive declamations, 

This is a wide departure from the 
genius of Christianity, as well as from 
the healthy instincts of humanity. In 
the first ages after Christ, the newborn 
element of thought was a pure and 
beautiful spring, bubbling up from the 
moss-grown ruins of the temple of hea- 
thendom. A hopeful, joyous tone is 
indicated in the symbols of the early 
faith preserved in the Vatican. It con- 
tained the germ of republican freedom 
and of a benign and beneficent civiliza- 
tion. But it was driven by political 
convulsions toward the East, and re- 
turned in the melancholy robes of the 
dreamy and morbid oriental. It 
learned from Indian fakirs that laugh- 
ter was a sin, that misery was meritori- 
ous, that the hatred of beauty and joy 
was a virtue in the sight of Heaven. 
The early Christians were imbued with 
the sentiment of moral grandeur and 
loveliness ; they represented Christ our 
Lord as the fair ideal of humanity ; 
but a darker age decreed that his form 
should be meagre and homely—misled 
by those pagan Syrian pictures, which 
still disfigure the churches in Russia, 
and whose original may be found in 
the avatars of violence, modified by old 
Persian influence. From the seventh 
to the twelfth century, the tendency to 
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asceticism was rampant. Beauty was 
proscribed as a temptation of the devil ; 
deformed and crooked limbs were 
ranked among the beatitudes ; even dirt 
was apotheosized, and, as a consequence, 
millions of men were mowed down by 
unheard-of forms of disease. Humani- 
ty did not submit to this rule of aus- 
terity and torture without a struggle. 
There was often a brave, vigorous re- 
sistance. A lively protest was uttered 
in the joyous strains of the troubadours 
and minnesingers, The glad spirit of 
nature could not be wholly suppressed, 
and from amid the social oppressions 
of the times sweet voices fell upon the 
ear, celebrating the praises of woman, 
the love of beauty, and the joyousness 
of life. 

But, according to our author, none 
of the great names in literature have 
ever proclaimed the evangel of cheer- 
fulness in all its health and purity. 
The world as yet has never been fit to 
receive it. Years may pass before it 
will be fully unfolded. Society is still 
in its earliest March spring. The fresh 
winds which blow are still wild and 
chill; the nights are long and dreary; 
and during these gloomy hours, the 
ancient crone still relates horrible le- 
gends to believing ears. If the elder 
or wiser ones only half believe them, 
most of the listeners still shiver at their 
weird, grotesque poetry, and when they 
make new songs for themselves, the 
old demoniac strains still linger on the 
air, showing the origin of their earliest 
lays. 

In order to illustrate the lack of true 
joyousness in the literature of the world, 
Mr. Leland takes a rapid survey of some 
of the most distinguished writers in an- 
cient and modern times. Aristophanes, 
he maintains, did not possess the gen- 
uine element in question, Allowing 
the claims of the great satirist to ge- 
nius, he had not reached the perennial 
springs of cheerfulness in the depths of 
the human soul. In his gayest ara- 
besques, we trace the eternal line of life, 
but the deep, monotonous echo of death 
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is always nigh. He still had the sor- 
rows which grieve the strong humorist 
of every age. He could not escape the 
deep woe of seeing social right and 
human happiness trodden under foot 
by tyranny; and folly and ignorance, 
pain and sorrow were the great foun- 
dation stones on which the gay temple 
of Grecian beauty was built. For every 
free citizen who wandered through the 
groves of the Academy, holding high 
converse with Plato, and revelling in 
the enjoyment of the divinest beauty in 
nature and art, there was an untold 
multitude of slaves and barbarians, into 
whose lives was crowded every element 
of bitterness, 

But surely, the great sage of humor, 
glorious Father Rabelais, of later days, 
was an exception to the prevailing rule 
of joyousness in literature? Not at all, 
contends our author. To the young 
mind which hungers for truth and joy, 
there is something irresistibly fascina- 
ting and persuasive in the jolly philoso- 
phy and reckless worldly wisdom of 
Rabelais. But after all, it will not do. 
It is anything but attainable by most 
of the world. It demands good cheer 
and jovial company. But it dies out in 
the desert, and is stifled among simple, 
vulgar associates. Rabelais believed 
that he sacrificed to freedom, when he 
only worshipped fortune. He went 
through the world, familiar with the 
ways of princes and peers, priests and 
peasants, travelling in many lands, ex- 
hausting the resources of art and learn- 
ing, seeing through the sins and shams 
and sorrows of life, and laughing at 
everything, like a good-natured, large- 
hearted Mephistopheles. But he had 
never learned the true philosophy of 
joyousness in the sincere love of nature, 
the deep phases of humanity, and the 
affluence and purity of strong affection. 

Nor do we find a better specimen in 
the renowned English humorists, Sterne 
and Swift. The former closely follows 
his French prototype in grotesque 
fancies : he abounds in tender and deli- 
cate pathos, though in the highest de- 




















gree artificial and forced; but do we 
ever arise from reading him, like a 
giant refreshed by wine? Sterne, in 
fact, has even less of the true philoso- 
phy of life than Rabelais. He affords 
no stimulant to joyous, healthy action, 
awakens no impulse to gladden life, or 
to make sorrow less and hope greater. 
It may be all very touching, very comic, 
very ingenious, but it is not healthy or 
joyous. And Swift? An immense 
fund of laughter, doubtless, had the 
witty Irish dean ; but as little claim to 
be a joyous writer as the prophet Jere- 
miah, or the author of ‘Groans from 
the Bottomless Pit.’ The men who 
have been spoken of dealt largely in 
satire and humor ; but joyousness deals 
in infinitely more. Mirth and laughter 
are all very well, but they are not all in 
all. Cheerfulness requires something 
more than a well-balanced Rabelaisian 
nonchalance in adversity and a keen 
relish for all pleasure. 

The relation of Christianity to the 
theme of the volume presents a deli- 
cate, and, it may be thought, a danger- 
ous topic of discussion, for a so de- 
cidedly secular pen as Mr. Leland’s; 
but he touches upon it with freedom 
and boldness, though with frankest 
sympathy and reverence for the great 
Spirit, whose religion is the most sig- 
nificant fact in the history of the world. 
‘I must confess,’ says he, ‘that even 
regarded from a material and historical 
point alone, that is a poor, cowardly 
soul, which does not feel the deepest 
earnestness of truth in acknowledging 
the Wonderful One, Jesus Christ, as 
the Lord and Saviour of the whole 
world.’ His sublime soul, profound, 
universal, loving beyond all power of 
human conception, introduced a new 
era for humanity. Under his teaching, 
philosophy became indeed truly divine, 
for it became infinite, and was thrown 
open to all. He first of all opened the 
consolations of free thought, of free- 
dom from old superstition, of love, and 
strength, and inward joy, to the whole 
race of mankind. No narrow limits of 
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sect or caste or nationality cramped 
him, the first great Cosmopolite. We 
cannot sufficiently admire the infinite 


- adaptability, the universal knowledge 


of humanity, the boundless sympathy 
with man, which are everywhere mani- 
fest in the original Christian philosophy 
of life. What a depth of meaning in 
the symbolic bread and wine, typical of 
the life which flows through eternity 
and all its changes, of human love and 
birth and death, of bounteous, beautiful 
nature, with its continually renewed 
strength—the whole given, not in fune- 
real guise, not with sombre fasting, but 
as a joyous feast. 

The New Testament abounds in sym- 
bols, parables, and proverbs, taken 
from ancient tradition, but beautifully 
woven into a purer faith, which taught 
that the healthy joys of life, and all 
knowledge of divine truth, should be 
given not to a few kings or priests, a 
few favored with initiation into divine 
mysteries, as of old, but to the whole 
world; for the spirit of Christianity 
was identical with the genius of repub- 
licanism. As taught by our Lord Jesus 
Christ, it was eminently healthy, brave- 
hearted, and joyous. It did not com- 
mend celibacy, nor excess of fasting, 
nor too long prayers, nor righteousness 
overmuch. It did not approve of a 
plethora of outward goods, while the 
culture of our highest faculties was 
neglected. It condemned all excess of 
care, even in our daily duties, at the 
expense of that ‘better part’ which 
distinguishes us from mere ants or bees. 
It gave no warrant for the dismal 
dirges and melancholy groans which 
are raised in its name, by men whom 
Jesus would have been the first to re- 
prove. ‘It was a religion of life and 
of beauty, of friendship and temperate 
mirth, of love, truth, and manliness ; 
one which opposed neither feasting at 
weddings nor “ going a fishing.” ’ 

The temptation to find a refuge from 
the evils of life in active exertion, in- 
stead of cultivating the sources of joy 
in our own nature, is the subject of an 
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ingenious and striking chapter. In a 
land, where enjoyment in many minds 
is connected with a sense of sin, it is 
doubtless better that the overflowing 
energy of character, which is a trait of 
the population, should seek vent in the 
excitements of labor, than in poisonous 
liquors, horse races, politics, and the 
gaming table. Where the natural sup- 
port of life is wanting, partial methods 
of relief may be employed. He who can 
no longer swallow, may gain an imper- 
fect nourishment by means of baths, or 
artificial transmission. So, the grim and 
hardened soul, which has lost the sup- 
port of inward cheerfulness, may find 
strength in work, merely for the sake 
of work. But it is a fraud upon hu- 
manity to educate men solely as indus- 
trious animals. Hives are beautiful, 
honey is sweet, and wonderful is the 
cunning structure of the cell; but so- 
ciety is not a hive, nor the people bees. 
The day is dawning when it will be 
understood that cheerful songs are as 
essential to genuine manhood as work ; 
that labor is not to be borne as a curse, 
with sighs and groans; but combined 
with mental culture, will become ca- 
pable of self-support, and will supply 
its own enthusiasm. 

The great problem of the age is the 
union of beauty with practical uses. 
In their highest forms, art and science 
blend and become identical, just as the 
Beautiful and the Good assimilate, as 
we trace them to their source in Truth. 
While art becomes more practical, it 
loses none of its beauty. In the infancy 
of science, it was mainly devoted to the 
illustration of the fanciful and orna- 
mental. Even architecture, in the early 
ages, Jooked less to permanent comfort 
than to artistic effect. But everything 
now tends to realization. Poetry and 
art fall in with this influence of the age. 
Science is every day taking man away 
from the purely ideal, the morbid and 
visionary ; from the fond fancies of old 
eras, and leading him to facts and to 
nature. 

Mr. Leland never becomes formal or 
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spiritless in the treatment of his favor- 
ite topics, and often rises to a high 
degree of enthusiastic eloquence. Wit- 
ness the following noble appeal in 
behalf of a cheerful earnestness in the 
cultivation of literature and art : 


Young writer, young artist, whoever you 


.be, I pray you go to work in this roaring, 


toiling, machine-clanking, sunny, stormy, ter- 
rible, joyful, commonplace, vulgar, tremen- 
dous world in downright earnest. By all the 
altars of Greek beauty themselves, I swear it 
to yow; yes, by all that Raphael painted and 
Shakspeare taught ; by all the glory and dig- 
nity of all art and of all Thought! you will find 
your most splendid successes not in cultivat- 
ing the worn-out romantic, but in doving the 
growing Actual of life. Master the past if 
you will, but only that you may the more com- 
pletely forget it in the present. He or she is 
best and bravest among you who gives us the 
freshest draughts of reality and of Nature. It 
lies all around you—in the foul smoke and 
smell of the factory, amid the crash and slip 
ofheavy wheels on muddy stones, in the blank- 
gilt glare of the steamboat saloon, by the 
rattling chips of the faro table, in the quiet, 
gentle family circle, in the opera, in the six- 
penny concert, the hotel, the watering-place, 
on the prairie, in the prison. Not as the poor 
playwright and little sensation-story grinder 
see them, not as the manufacturers of Mugda- 
len elegies and mock-moral and mock-philan- 
thropical tales skim them, but in their truth 
and freshness as facts, around and through 
which sweep incessantly the infinite joys and 
agonies, the dreams and loves and despair of 
humanity. Heavens! is not Lire as earnest 
and as mysterious and as well worth the fierce 
grapple of Genius, here and now, in this Ame- 
rican nineteenth century, as it ever was under 
the cedars of Italy, the olives of Greece, or the 
palms of Morning Land? Are there not as 
much, or more vigor and raciness in the prac- 
tical souls of the multitude and in their never- 
ending strife with Nature, as among the 
spoiled and dainty darlings of fortune and 
among the nerveless, mind-emasculated Vic- 
tims of Society who sing us their endless 
Miserere from the Sistine chapels of fashiona- 
ble novels? You know there is, and if you 
watch the time, you may see that it is the 
warm truth from real life, which is most eager- 
ly read and which goes most directly to the 
hearts of all. Never yet in history was there 
an age or a country so rich in great ideas, in 
great developments, or which offered such 
copious material to the writer as these of 
ours. Be bold and seize it with a strong hand. 
Those who are to live after us will wonder as 

















we now do of the great eras of the past, that 
there were so few on the spot to picture them. 
Yet, why speak of great scenes, when humani- 
ty and Nature are always great—great in small 
things even, fur beyond our utmost power of 
apprehension? Forget the spirit of the past, 
live in the present, and thus—and thus only 
—you will secure a glorious and undying re- 
ward in the future. 


The fault of this volume, in the eyes 
of many readers, will be a certain con- 
fusion in the arrangement of the mat- 
ter, and the want of sufficient expan- 
sion in the development of some of its 
leading suggestions. But it must be 
judged as the earnest utterances of a 
poet, rather than a grave didactic 
treatise. With the purpose which the 
author had in view, a spice of rhapso- 
dy is no defect. He presents a beauti- 
ful example of the smiling wisdom of 
which he is such an eloquent advocate. 


HOW THEY JESTED IN 


Tuere is nothing which contributes 
so much to ease social intercourse as 
the jest. In comparison with it, the 
proverb is only a humble subordinate, 
and song itself, with all its power, but 
a weak influence. Yet the song and 
the proverb boast a critical literature, 
while the brief compendiums of merri- 
ment which never die, which, once 
written, live through every age, and 
force their way through every pene- 
trable language, are undoubtedly less 
studied than any other popular medi- 
um of feeling. 

What is a jest? It is as little worth 
the while to try to define its nature, 
as it isto analyze wit. We all know 
that the world laughs, and what it 
laughs at, and what the droll saws, 
anecdotes, rhymes, quips, and facetie 
are, which give fame to a Bebel, or a 
Frischlin, a Tom Brown, and a Joseph 


How they Jested in the Good Old Time. 
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He has an intuitive sense of the genial 
and joyous aspects of life, and has no 
sympathies to waste on the victims of 
‘carking care’ or morbid melancholy. 
A more complete exposition of the 
conditions of cheerfulness in the nature 
of man, would furnish materials for an 
interesting volume; but it belongs 
more properly to an ethical or philo- 
sophical discourse. We will not com- 
plain of the author for not doing what 
he has not attempted—for what he had 
no inward call or outward occasion ; 
what he could not have accomplished 
but at the sacrifice of much which 
constitutes the charm and grace of the 
present work ; while we cordially thank 
him for this endeavor to speak a cheer- 
ing word in behalf of the joyousness of 
life, and to spread ‘sunshine in the 
shady place.’ R. 


THE GOOD OLD TIME. 


Miller. Leave labored analysis to the 
philosophers, contenting ourselves with 
remarking that a jest is a laugh can- 
died or frozen in words, and thawed 
antl relished in the reading or utter- 
ance. And laughter? When a man is 
too lazy to think out an idea, and yet 
too active to dreamily feel it, he laughs. 
When he catches its leading points, 
and yet realizes that behind them re- 
mains the incomprehensible or incon- 
gruous, he settles it for the nonce with 
asmile. Hence it comes that we laugh 
so seldom with all our heart, a second 
time over a jest. It has been compre- 
hended ; the mystery, the sense of con- 
tradiction and incongruity, has van- 
ished—we may revive it in others, and 
laugh electrically with them; but the 
first piquant gusto of its spice is gone 
forever. 

Yet the jest, like the proverb, ac- 
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quires a value by becoming current. 
It often illustrates an opinion or an 
experience, and when it is much worn, 
it may still gain a new point, by being 
brought into illustrative relation with 
some event or idea. Esop’s fables, or 
any fables, are, after all, only good 
jokes in a narrative form, which owe 
their fame simply to their boundless 
capacity for application. Sidney 
Smith’s story of Mrs. Partington, who 
tried to mop out the Atlantic, was a 
jest, and so too was Lady Macbeth’s 
‘cat i? the adage,’ who wanted fish, yet 
would not wet her paws, and let ‘I 
dare not’ wait upon ‘I would.’ Some- 
thing of our old enjoyment of a joke for 
the first time, always lingers around it, 
and we gladly laugh again—for, ‘old 
love never quite rusts out.’ And there 
are many jests, which, owing to their 
boundless variety of application, al- 
ways come before us in a new light. 
Such are those which illustrate charac- 
‘ ter. Woe to the man among the vul- 
gar, who once becomes the scape-goat 
of a story on the subject of a joke- 
anecdote which ‘shows him up.’ Woe 
in truth, if it grow to a nick-name— 
for then he, of all persons, learns that 
there are jests which never lose their 


Some jests have been progressive— 
they have been re-made to suit the 
times. Diogenes, when asked which 
wine he preferred, replied, ‘That of 
other people.’ An Englishman answered 
to the same question, ‘The O. P. 
brand,’ referring the initials not only 
to Other People, but also to the far- 
famed Old Particular stamp which 
marked certain rare varieties—or, as 
others explain it, to ‘Old Port.’ The 
Scholastikos of Hierocles, having a 
house for sale, carried a brick around 
as a sample—a modern story says that 
a commander when asked of what ma- 
terial his fortifications were built, 
called up his troops, and said: ‘ There! 
—every man’s a brick.’ Here we have 
the ‘living walls’ of the Romans—two 
old stories blended into one, and the 
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whole greatly strengthened by a mod- 
ern slang expression. When thus 
changed to suit the times, jests, instead 
of growing old, rather grow new again. 
Not unfrequently, a single joke be- 
comes, in this manner, the parent of 
scores of others. I think that it is Mr. 
Wendell Phillips, who, in a lecture on 
Lost Arts, declares that there were 
never yet more than twenty-five origin- 
al ‘ good stories,’ and that all of those 
now current may be traced back to 
them. In a certain sense, the assertion 
is true; but it is a mistake to confound 
the result of a cause with the cause 
itself, and an error to declare the 
descendant to be one and the same 
with the ancestor. Max Muller has 
proved that hundreds of words of the 
most different meanings descend from 
the same root, and, in like manner, we 
might show, if the traditional links 
were supplied, that the last ‘ good one’ 
current at Washington, originated at 
the court of King Pharaoh. Let no 
one laugh, for Chaucer’s Clerke of Ox- 
forde’s Tale was for years told, with 
Daniel Webster and Henry Clay as the 
heroes, and we have even met with a 
bold Southron who ‘knew that it was 
true of them !’ 

In this connection it is worth while 
to observe that even the slang phrases 
of the day, which are popular, partly 
because they save trouble in thinking, and 
partly because the vulgar mind, like 
the vulgar ear, finds a relief or pleasure 
in monotony—are not unfrequently of 
ancient origin. The current expres- 
sion, ‘a high old time,’ occurs in a 
Latin jest, given in an old German- 
Latin jest-book, which, as its preface 
asserts, consists entirely of a reprint 
from still older works. ‘ Henricus,’ it 
says, ‘was begged to make at a wed- 
ding (Hoch zeit—literally, ‘ high time’) a 
wedding song, and complied with the 
following : 

‘ Iste vetus Juvenis Socius prius 


ad stationem arripit 
Atque altum tempus habere cupit.’ * 


* Erneuerte und vermehrte Lustige Gesellschaft 
(Comes facundus in via pro vehiculo), von JouANN 

















The expression is better in its old 
form, since altum means both high and 
old. Those who have laughed at the 
instance in ‘ Ferdinand Count Fathom,’ 
of the Dutchman, who boasted that his 
brother had written a great book of 
poetry as thick as a cheese, may find 
its original ‘motive’ in an anecdote 
given in the same work. 

‘A peasant going to a lawyer, begged him 
to undertake a case for him, to which the man 
of law assenting, began to refer to and read 
in avery small book. But the peasant, who 
saw many large folios in the study, touched 
the advocate on the arm and said: 

‘Sir—please read some in a great book 
also, for this is certainly a big case which I 
have brought to you.’ 


_ Everybody knows the story of the 
fortune hunter who commanded his 
servant to duplicate in the affirmative, 
when he should be in conversation, 
all his assertions, ‘I have a fine farm,’ 
said he. ‘Faith, ye mane ye have two 
on thim,’ interpolated his Irishman ; 
and so it went on, until the master ad- 
mitted that he had a cork leg. ‘ Two 
false ligs, an’ ye know it, cried out the 
man. This is somewhat varied and 
enlarged from the old story as given in 
the Facetie of Bebel, in which the no- 
bleman, remarking to his lady-love that 
he was‘ alittle out of sorts,’—*‘ dizit ille, 
se pallidulum parumque infirmum, was 
interrupted by his servant with: ‘ And 
no wonder, since you suffer with such 
a terrible and incurable quotidian dis- 
ease |’ * 

If all stories and jests are to be 
traced to a few originals, perhaps the 
many eccentric tales of Jack on horse- 
back may be found in a very old anec- 
dote of a certain Venetus insuetus ac 
nescius equitare—a Venetian unaccus- 
tomed to and ignorant of riding, who, 
when mounted on horseback, having 
inadvertently spurred the animal, ex- 
claimed, as it reared and plunged: 


Perro pr Memet. Zippelzerbst im Drimbling. 
Im Jabr, 1657. 

* Facetiarum Hewetict Bese, Poete, Tubin- 
gen, A.D., 1542. Date of Preface, 1506. 
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‘Lord! the waves of the sea are noth- 
ing to those on land,’—thinking that 
the leaping of his steed was caused by 
a sudden storm! The anecdotes of ab- 
sent-mindedness may find a prototype 
in a very old monk-Latin anecdote of a 
certain doctor who went riding ‘ cum 
Palatino Rheni, with the Prince Pala- 
tine, and who, on being told that he 
had no breeches on, replied: ‘ Crede- 
bam, 6 princeps, mihi famulum ea in- 
duisse. ‘I thought, oh prince, that 
my valet had put them on!’ Domine 
Sampson and the magistrate who ap- 
peared un-breeched before General 
Washington, are both anticipated in 
these absent small-clothes. 

Many of the capital extravagances 
contained in ‘Baron Munchausen’ are 
borrowed literally from the old Latin 
jest-books. The incident of the wild 
pig which led about by its tail a blind 
wild boar, so that when the former was 
slain the latter was taken home by sim- 
ply giving it the-+tail to hold, is of very 
respectable antiquity—as is also the 
story of the horse cut in two—attrib- 
uted by Bebel to a locksmith. The 
locksmiths, he tells us in the parenthesis, 
are the boldest of Major Longbows. 

There are many jests current in all 
languages, quizzing the vanity of hum- 
ble persons suddenly raised to some 
small dignity. ‘Neebors, I am still 
but a mon,’ remarked the Scotchman, 
who became mayor.* Perhaps their 
type is latent in the ‘ De rustica prafecti 
uzore—the village magistrate’s wife,— 
which runs as follows : 

‘When acertain man had been made a pre- 
fect of a small village, he bought his wife a 
new fur garment (melotam). She, proud of 
her finery and full of her new honor, enter- 
ed church, capite elato et superbo, with her 
head raised, just as all the congregation rose 
to their feet, when the Gospel was to be read. 
When she, thinking it to be in her honor, and 
recollecting her former condition, said: Sit 
still! I have not forgotten that I was once 
poor!’ 

A very great proportion of the shrewd 
retorts and witty replies attributed to 


* Peter Cunningham's last Book, p. 45. 
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great men are very old. ‘ What do you 
think of soldiers who can endure such 
wounds?’ remarked Napoleon, when 
showing a frightfully scarred grenadier 
to an Englishman. ‘ What does your 
majesty think of the men who gave the 
wounds ?’ was the reply. It is essen- 
tially the remark of Louis the Bavarian, 
who, on enlisting four soldiers famed 
for incredible bravery, and observing 
that they were scarred from head to 
foot, said to them: ‘ Ye are brave fel- 
lows; but I had rather see the men a 
quibus tot vulnera accepistis—from whom 
ye received so many wounds.’ The 
number of witty retorts and droll stories 
associated with the names of Talley- 
rand, Piron, Voltaire—in fact, to a cer- 
tain degree, of almost all great men—is 
so great as to almost persuade the 
reader who wanders in the neglected 
field of ancient humor, that no man of 
the later centuries was ever capable of 
a single witty and original thought. 
It is not long since I met with an anec- 
dote, stating that Alexandre Dumas, 
who had a very unattractive wife, one 
day surprised a gentleman in the act 
of tenderly embracing her. In a com- 
passionate and astonished tone the 
novelist exclaimed: ‘Poor man! why 
do you act so? I am sure that nobody 
could have compelled you to it against 
your will” ‘Hh! monsieur, qui est-ce 
qui vous y obligeait?’ The jest is ‘old as 
the hills ’"—it was old before Dumas was 
born. So, too, with the amusing bit 
of naiveté attributed to an English 
duchess, who, to express her deeply- 
seated religious prejudices, declared 
that she would sooner have a dozen 
Protestant husbands than one Catholic. 
The same point is expressed as follows, 
in avery witty but extremely wicked 
collection of facetiz of the seventeenth 
century : * 
Displicet, insignis, mihi Clericus ordo puella 
Inquit et est valde gens odiosa mihi. 


Malo decem cert’ me consociare colonis, 
Unicum Clero quam coiisse velim. 


* Hortuli ameni, viridis et elegantis floribus 
Historicis et Poeticis, &e. BavtHasant Scunvnit. 
Rotenburg. 1637. 
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Sir Isaac Newton, and I know not 
how many other philosophers, have 
been made to learn by a current story 
how to bear coals—literally. A learned 
man, it is said, being asked by a little 
girl for a live coal, offered to bring her 
a fire shovel. ‘It is not necessary,’ 
replied the child, and having laid cold 
ashes on her palm, she placed a glow- 
ing ember on them and bore it away 
safely. ‘ With all my wisdom,’ said the 
sage, ‘I should never have thought of 
that!’ The jest is of medieval an- 
tiquity—possibly pre-Latin—it was in 
later days, however, versified by Schur- 
rias—an extremely aged and dying 
woman being substituted for the learned 
man. 

‘Nam nuda poteris ignea ferre manu? 
Parva puella refert: mater, perizomate prunas 
Portabo flammz ne nocuisse queant. 
Quid facies igitur, Anus inquit? Serviet hicce 
Mi cinis, illa refert ; quo super hasce feram. 
Mox exclamat Anus: disco, moriorque profecto. 
En disco moriens que latuere senem: 

O, ich lern und stirb 1’ 

A very great number of the ‘ good 
stories’ current at the present day with 
new names and faces, are to be found 
in the works of Rabelais, and in the 
Moyen Parvenir, now generally attrib- 
uted to him. It is almost needless to 
say that few of these were however 
original with the great French humor- 
ist. We find them in the Macaronics 
of Merlin Coccaius, and in scores of 
older authorities. Still it must be 
borne in mind that a similarity does 
not always establish an identity. There 
are few persons who cannot cite some 
droll instance of a sharper or greedy 
fellow, who, expecting an undeserved 
reward for some sham service, has found 
himself drolly overreached. So Rabe- 
lais dresses up for us anew the fable of 
the woodman, who, having lost his 
hatchet, and wearied Jupiter with 
prayers for its recovery, was tempted 
by Mercury with a golden hatchet, and 
asked if it were the missing article. 
He answering ‘ No,’ received the pre- 
cious one for reward. Which being 
made known, excited great hopes 























among his neighbors of becoming rich 
by the same means: 


‘Ha, ha! said they—was there no more to 
do but to lose a hatchet to make us rich? 
Now for that; it is as easy as —— ——, and 
will cost us but little. Are then at this time 
of the year the revolutions of the heavens, the 
constellations of the firmament and aspects of 
the planets such that whosoever shall lose a 
hatchet, shall immediately grow rich? Ha, 
ha, ha! by Jove you shall even be lost and it 
please you, my dear hatchet! With this they 
all fairly lost their hatchets out of hand. The 
devil of a one that had a hatchet left; he was 
not his mother’s son that did not lose his 
hatchet. No more was wood felled or cleared 
in that country, through want of hatchets. 
Nay, the Aesopian apologue even saith, that 
certain petty country gents of the lower class 
who- had sold the Woodman their little mill 
and little field to have wherewithal to make a 
figure at the next muster, having been told 
that his treasure was come to him by this only 
means, sold the only badge of their gentility, 
their swords, to purchase hatchets to go lose 
them, as the silly clodpates did, in hopes to 
gain store of chink by that loss. 

* You would have truly sworn they had been 
a parcel of your petty spiritual usurers, Rome- 
bound, selling their all, and borrowing of 
others to buy store of mandates,—a penny- 
worth of a new-made pope. 

‘ Now they cried out and brayed, and prayed 
and bawled, and invoked Jupiter: ‘ My hatch- 
et! my hatchet! Jupiter, my hatchet! on this 
side, my hatchet! on that side, my hatchet! 
ho, ho, ho, ho, Jupiter, my hatchet!’ The air 
round about rung with the cries and howlings 
of these rascally losers of hatchets. 

‘*Mercury was nimble in bringing them 
hatchets; to each offering that which he had 
lost, as also another of gold, and a third of 
silver. 

‘Every He was still for that of gold, giving 
thanks in abundance to the great giver Jupi- 
ter; but in the very nick of time, that they 
bowed and stooped to take it from the ground, 
whip, in a trice, Mercury chopped off their 
heads, as Jupiter had commanded; and of 
heads thus cut off the number was just equal 
to that of the lost hatchets.’ 


This is but a small portion of the 
fable as amplified by Rabelais; but 
what is cited illustrates the accretive 
power of a jest when it involves a prin- 
ciple of general application. The same 
idea—that of roguery rewarded accord- 
ing to the letter—is involved in an 
anecdote, which tells us that a certain 
VoL. 11.—16 
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alchemist having dedicated to Pope 
Leo the Tenth a book containing the 
whole art of making gold, received as 
recompense a great empty purse, with 
the words: ‘If thou canst make gold, 
thou art far richer than I; but herein 
is a purse wherein thou mayest put thy 
gold.’ 

In the German Lallenbuch, as well as 
other works, we find the story of the 
stupid fellow who, coming to the banks 
of a river, waited long and in vain until 
the water should all have rolled by. It 
is given in the following form in a very 
droll collection of jests : * 

‘Rustici cujusdam filius 4 patre in proxi- 
mam urbem missus, quum ad flumen aliquod 
pervenisset, diu dum integrum deflueret, sic- 
que transitum preberet, expectans, tandem 
ubi continuo aquam fluere vidit, domum re- 
versus est, de eo quod sibi accidisset, paren- 
tibus conquestus.’ 

But the story was old, centuries be- 
fore the monks—for even Horace sums 
it up in two verses as one quotes a well- 
known popular proverb : 

‘Rusticus exspectat dum defluat amnis: at ille 
Labitur et labetur in omne volubilis evum.* 


*The clown awaits until the flood be gone: 
It glides and whirls for ages ever on.’ 


The reader has probably heard of 
the apocryphal twelfth commandment, 
‘Mind your own business.’ Possibly its 
existence was suggested by the dis- 
covery of the first, told as follows in 
the Democritus Ridens. 

‘A certain soldier being asked by his pas- 
tor what was the first commandment given by 
GOD, replied, ‘ Thou shalt not eat!’ At which 
answer the priest inquiring what he meant, 
received for reply that this was the first com- 
mand to our first parents relative to the apple. 
Quo audito, Pastor conticuit / Which having 
heard, the priest was silent.’ 

Of the same family or parentage is the 
modern story of the clergyman who, 
wishing to preach against the extrava- 
gant head-dresses worn by the women 
of his congregation, took for a text, 
‘Top knot come down!” referring for 

* Democritus Ridens : sive Narrationum Ridi- 


cularum Centuria. Selecta Jouannt Petro Lan- 
Gro. Ulma, anno 1667. 
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his authority to Matthew xxiv. 17. In 
like manner a not over-learned brother 
is said to have expounded Genesis, 
chap. xxii. v. 23, as follows: ‘These 
eight Milcah bear.’ This shows us, my 
brethren, what hard times they had of 
old, when it took eight on ’em to milk 
a bar (and I spose get mighty little at 
that), when nowadays my darter kin 
milk a cow with nary help, as easy as 
look at her.’ 

Every one has heard of the Irishman 
crossing the brook. ‘Sure, Paddy, if 
ye carry me, don’t I carry the barrel of 
whiskey, an’ isn’t that fair and aiquil ?’ 
It is differently told in one of the old 
Latin jest books, where a certain Piero, 
pitying his weary jackass, which bore 
a heavy plough, took the latter on his 
own shoulders, and mounting the don- 
key, said: ‘ Nune procedere poteris, non 
enim tu sed ego aratrum fero,— Now 
you may go along, for not you but I 
now bear the plough.’ Not a few of 
the jokes given to modern Irishmen 
originated centuries ago in other coun- 
tries than theirs. The reader may re- 
call the advice given by an Emeralder 
to another at a tavern, when the latter 
found that his boiled egg was ready 
to hatch. ‘Down wid it, Murphy, ye 
divil, before the landlord comes in and 
charges ye for a chicken breakfast!’ 
The same occurs as an old Latin joke, 
with this difference, that, in the latter, 
the companion, when the breakfast 
was over, required that the chicken eat- 
er should pay the reckoning for both. 
‘ Ni fazis, dicam cauponi de pullo quem 
pro ovo absumpsisti, et solves largius.’ 
* Unless you do, I will tell the landlord 
of the chicken which you ate for an 
egg, and then see what a bill you'll have 
to pay.’ 

The Germans of the present day have 
a story of a certain Englishman who, 
on being told that his coat was burn- 
ing, politely replied: ‘What the devil 
business is that of yours? I have seen 
your coat burning this half hour, and 
never bothered myself about it.’ Tom 
Brown tells us of a roguish boy who 


said to a traveller, warming his feet at 
a fire: ‘Take care, sir, or you'll burn 
your spurs!’ ‘My boots! you mean,’ 
quoth the traveller. ‘No, sir, I mean 
your spurs; your boots be burned al- 
ready.’ But the best form of the joke 
is given by Erasmus in his Adages, as 
follows : 


‘A certain traveller in Holland lay so near 
the fire that his cloak was scorched. Which 
being observed by a guest, he said to the 
sleeper, ‘Here—I want to tell you something!’ 
To which the other replied : ‘If it is bad news, 
put it off, for I don’t wish to hear any in com- 
pany where all should be jolly. Post convivi- 
um, inguit, seria—‘save up the sorrow until 
after supper.’ And when they had merrily 
supped, ‘ Now,’ said he, ‘I am ready to hear 
it.” Then the other showed him an immense 
hole in his cloak, and he began to rage that 
he had not been warned of it in time. ‘I 
wished to do so,’ replied the guest meekly, 
‘but you forbade me.’ 


The witty sayings of men about to be 
executed are numerous, but are in many 
cases far from being original or au- 
thentic. During the horrors of the 
French Revolution, when men ‘ became 
so accustomed to death that they lost 
all respect for it, it became the fashion 
to make a jest with the last breath, and 
it is said that a volume of these sayings 
was collected and published. In the 
Democritus Ridens, already referred to, 
under the head of Jocus sub necem, the 
author gives several anecdotes, more 
than one of which has been attributed 
in modern times to some noted crimi- 
nal: 


‘Those condemned to death are not infre- 
quently so excited and confused as to lose 
their wits and joke most improperly. As an 
example, take that man who, when standing on 
the scaffold, said with a smile to the judge who 
was present: ‘I wonder, old fellow, that you 
with such a turned-up nose can see anything!’ 

‘Another when about to die asked for a 
parting cup. A goblet of beer was brought, 
from which he carefully blew away the froth, 
saying that it was ‘ unhealthy and conducive 
to the gravel.’ 

* Another on the way to the gallows, seeing 
a crowd hastening forward, said to them: 
‘There is no need of hurrying, children ; even 
though you go as slowly us I, for depend upon 
it, the thing will not come off till I get there.’’ 

















‘ Another on quitting the prison, turning to 
his jailor, said privately: ‘You needn’t keep 
the house open beyond the usual time this 
evening on my account, for I shall not re- 
turn.’ 

‘Another is said, when about to be ship- 
wrecked, to have called for salt meat. And 
being asked why? replied : ‘Because I shall 
soon have to drink more than I ever did in all 
my life.’ O ridiculos e 0 insanos homuncu- 
los / adds the old writer: ‘ O foolish and mad 
worms of men who could thus joke at the very 
opening instant of eternity!’’ 

This last instance of dying reckless- 
ness has been used by Rabelais as one 
of the jests of Panurge. Much like it 
is the anecdote to the effect that ina 
storm at sea, when the sailors were all 
at prayers, expecting every moment to 
go to the bottom, a passenger appeared 
quite unconcerned. The captain asked 
him how he could be so much at his 
ease in this awful situation. ‘ Sir,’ said 
the passenger, ‘ my life is insured.’ 

Somewhat allied to this spirit of 
blindness was the remark of the Greek 
to his slave during a terrible storm at 
sea. Seeing the latter weeping, he 
exclaimed, ‘ Why are you so troubled 
—I give you your freedom?’ And al- 
lied to it is the well-known epigram : 
‘It blew a hard storm and in utmost confusion 
The sailors all hurried to get absolution; 

Which done, and the weight of the sins they con- 
fessed 

Was conveyed, as they thought, from themselves 
to the priest : 

To lighten the ship and conclude their devotion, 

They tossed the poor parson souse into the ocean.” 

One of the coarse jokes current with 
the last generation was that of a sailor 
who, when a duke with his lady was 
on board ship, and all expected soon 
to be lost, asked the mate if he had 
ever lain with a duchess? The other 
answering in fear and trembling, ‘ no,’ 
was told by the reckless fellow : ‘ Well, 
we shall all have that pleasure soon.’ 
The ship, however, was saved, and the 
sailor being asked by the duke what 
he meant by his insulting remark, re- 
plied: ‘ At the bottom of the sea, your 
grace, we all lie low in death together.’ 
And he was pardoned. It is remark- 
able that in all ages wit has been suf- 
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fered to save men when better qualities 
would perhaps be of no avail. 

We may class with these jests of men 
in articulo mortis the droll story told by 
Bebelius, to the effect that a certain 
duke having caught a miller in the act 
of stealing, asked his victim as he stood 
beneath the gallows, to swear by his 
faith if he believed that there was on 
earth a single man of his calling who 
was honest. To which the miller stout- 
ly swore that to his knowledge there 
was not one who was not a greater 
thief than himself. ‘If that be the 
case, replied his judge, ‘go in peace 
and live while you may, for I had ra- 
ther be robbed by you than by some 
more rapacious rascal of your trade.’ 

An excellent illustration of the fact 
that old stories are frequently revamped 
to suit new times and men, may be 
found in the following ‘ original, also 
given by Bebelius, as Pulchrum factum 
cujusdam militis Tubigentis—a fine deed 
of a certain soldier of Tabingen : 

‘Conrad Buhel of Tibingen, distinguished by 
his bravery among the captains of Cesar 
Maximilian in the Hungarian campaign, was, 
once in camp, lying on the straw and expect- 
ing no evil, when there entered another soldier 
to whom Conrad had done an injury. Who, 
when he found him thus lying on his back, 
said with that noble magnanimity character- 
istic of the German mind: ‘Wert thou not 
lying helpless, I would stab thee with my 
sword!’ To which Conrad replied: ‘Wilt 
thou do me no injury until I stand up and am 
ready for fight?’ ‘Not I,’ replied his foe, 
‘for I hold it base to strike an unarmed man.’ 
‘Then,’ replied Conrad, ‘I shall lie still all 
night.’ But on the next day he transfixed the 
other with his spear.’ 

The same story is told of an eminent 
Irish lawyer, who had offended the 
client of a rival pleader. ‘ Will ye get 
up till I bate yees?’ ‘An’ would ye 
strike a man lying down?’ ‘ Divil a 
bit!’ ‘Then I'll jist go to slape again.’ 
In the modern stories the foes are rec- 
onciled—in the old camp incident all is 
fierce and characteristic of the bloody 
feuds of the middle ages, and the final 
murder of the great-hearted enemy 
strikes us with a pang. The sed postri- 
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die alterum cuspide transfizit seems bru- 
tal and ungenerous; but the event, 
whether literally true or feigned, had 
no such discord to the readers of those 
days. It was more essential to estab- 
lish the thorough bravery of Conrad, 
than to reward the magnanimity of his 
foe. Truly, the history of jests is the 
history of civilization. 

In relation to this transmission of the 
renown of stories of the olden times to 
lawyers of the later day, we may cite 
the well-known incident of the honest 
criminal who, travelling alone on foot, 
was met by Sir Matthew Hale, and in 
answer to the questions of the latter, 
admitted that he was going to a dis- 
tant court to be tried for his life. The 
same noble truthfulness is beautifully 
set forth in the following, Pulchra his- 
toria simplicis pretoris et furis, or ‘ Fine 
Story of a Simple-hearted Superintend- 
ent and Thief.’ 

‘My lord of Stceffel, of that free and excellent 
nobility which are called barons, had a super- 
intendent of his serfs. And he, when a cer- 
tain man was accused of theft, and condemned 
by him to the torture of the cross (ad erucis 
tormentum damaasset), with rustic simplicity 
sent the criminal to the church that he might 
confess his sins, first taking his word that he 
would return after confession. So he entered 
the shrine, confessed, and not heeding the 
privilege of ecclesiastical immunity (i. e., the 
right of sanctuary), ‘whereby he might have 
escaped, kept his faith with the superinten- 
dent (jidem pratori servavit), and again re- 
turning underwent extreme punishment. 
And this I knew from my boyhood, that he 
went up to the place of punishment with such 
alacrity, that it would seem as if he truly de- 
sired deatlf. But many curses were lavished 
on the priest to whom he confessed, because 
he did not warn the imprudent man not to 
quit the bounds of ecclesiastical freedom !’ 


There is a whole ballad—nay, a 
whole history of the middle ages in this 
story ; for among thousands I can recall 
none as perfectly characteristic of the 
times. The absolute aristocratic con- 
trol of the life of a white slave; its 
abuse by transferring it to the arbitrary 
will of an upper servant ; the blind de- 
votion to feudal service shown in the 
fidelity of the poor serf, the horrible 





How they Jested in the Good Old Time. 


cruelty of his punishment ; and finally, 
the cowardly supple fawning of the 
local priesthood, who were always either 
worms or dragons in their relations to 
thé nobility, are all set forth here in a 
few lines. 

I have said that the eminent lawyers 
of modern times are greatly favored in 
the inheritance of old jokes. Judge 
Jeffries, we are told, in examining an 
old fellow with a long beard, told him 
he supposed he had a conscience quite 
as long as that natural ornament of his 
visage. ‘Does your lordship measure 
consciences by beards?’ said the man ; 
‘that is strange, seeing you yourself are 
shaven.’ Among the monk-Latin tales 
there is one to the effect that a certain 
pater, priding himself on his beard, 
was informed that in a convent of he- 
goats he certainly deserved to be abbot. 
The same story, re-made into a gross 
form, is current in this country, and at- 
tributed to an eminent Virginia poli- 
tician. In the Antidotum Melancholia 
(Frankfort, 1667), it is given in the 
form of an evidently very old Latin 
rhyme : 

‘Si bene barbatum faceret sua barba beatum, 

Nullus in hoc circo fuerit felicior hirco.’ 

There is a modern story current in 
America, which is often circumstan- 
tially narrated, of some individual 
wearing a fine beard or ‘ whiskers,’ and 
who is said to have sold them to a vul- 
gar practical joker, who had one shaved 
off, but suffered the other to remain for 
along time on the face of his victim, 
annoying him meantime with inquiries 
as to ‘my whisker.’ It is the true type 
of a great number of stories which 
originated in the Southern and South- 
Western United States, the point of 
which almost invariably turns on vex- 
ing, grieving, or maltreating some vic- 
tim, who is an inferior as regards wit, 
fortune, or physique. It is worth re- 
marking that the only really original 
and characteristic class of jokes which 
the slave States originated are strongly 
marked with that cruelty and vulgarity 
which naturally attend the morbidly 

















vain and semi-civilized man, who is so 
unfortunate as to have inferiors by for- 
tune entirely in his power. I would 
ask the reader in confirmation of this 
to simply turn over the large collection 
of ‘ Georgia Major’ and ‘ Simon Suggs’ 
tales, which, emanating from the South, 
have contributed so much to brutalize 
and yulgarize the humorous tendencies 
of that portion of the more Northern 
public which reads them. 

But to return to the story of the half 
shaven beard. It also is a very old 
one, being told in its original form as 
Barba deceptus Judeus—‘ The Jew de- 
ceived by a beard,’ and is as follows: 

‘ A nobleman of Frankfort, while being shav- 
ed in a barber’s shop, was summoned by a 
Jew to whom he owed money. But at the re- 
quest of his debtor the Jew consented to 
forego the arrest until the nobleman’s beard 
should be shaved. Upon which the latter de- 
parted unshorn, and ever remained so.’ 


The old story—Jews, Cogots, serfs, 
negroes—the outwitting, persecuting, 
and swindling some outlawed class of 
poor helpless victims, who have been 
made worse than they should be by 
oppression, This anecdote—like that 
of the free lance Conrad—-is a sad 
epitome of the middle ages, and to us 
of the present day, it rings like a curse 
on the olden time, in the form of a dia- 
bolical jest. It is, however, bitterest 
of all, to find the oppressed—as in the 
stories illustrating mere feudal fidelity, 
—so utterly degraded as to actually 
take part with their oppressors and 
with the foes of humanity, against 
their own rights. So, in this present 
struggle with that incarnation of evil} 
and of the old devilish feudal oppres- 
sion, the Confederate South, we are 
still pained to find among its adhe- 
rents men, who, having been socially 
trampled on in Europe, seek, by sheer 
force of slavish habit, masters to lord 
it over them here. There is but one 
type of man who is more pitiable—it 
is he who is recreant to the great cause 
of freedom for the sake of—money ! 

A brutal and disgraceful jest-story, 
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which stands in close relation to this 
last, is that of Detrimentum barbe prop- 
ter Sanctos ;’ or, ‘losing a beard for 
the saints,’ which runs as follows : 

‘A Hebrew contending with a Catholic, af- 
firmed there were more Jewish saints in 
Heaven than Christian. It was thereupon 
agreed that each should name his saints in 
turn, and as he named, pluck a hair from the 
beard of his adversary. 

‘Abraham,’ said the Jew, and plucked a 
hair. 

‘Saint Peter,’ said the Christian. 

*Tsaac.’ 

‘Saint Paul.’ 

And so they kept up their litanies, until the 
‘Christian,’ exclaiming: ‘Saint Ursula and 
the Eleven Thousand Virgins!’ tore out the 
whole beard of the Jew by the roots, to the 
great laughter of all standing around.’ 

It would matter but little, that a 
fanatical and brutal crowd of the 
middle ages had laughed at seeing 
‘only a Jew’ disgraced and dripping 
with blood, to point a scurvy jest. But, 
I confess that it struck me as singular, 
when I once found this story in a me- 
moir, set down as having been nar- 
rated by an eminent Christian philoso- 
pher (now not long dead), as a capital 
thing. Granting its humor, is it 
worth while to inquire if he would 
have enjoyed it as much, had the Jew 
torn out the beard of the Christian in 
the name of the thousands who had 
been martyred for the faith of Israel ? 

The jokes of the middle ages on the 
subject of the beard, were numerous— 
it was a favorite ornament, as we may 
judge from the fact that Eberhard, the 
far-famed old warlike duke, sung in 
more than one poem by Uhland, is 
always spoken of in the old stories, as 
noster princeps barbatus, ‘our bearded 
prince,’ or, more familiarly, simply as 
‘our bearded one.’ One of the table 
problems of the day was, ‘ Potestné pro- 
bari mulierem quandam habuisse bar- 
bam?’—‘Can it be proved that 


any woman ever had a beard?’ The 
answer to which was, ‘ Yes—when 
Judith bore the head of Holofernes.’ 
It was singular that such a question 
could have been agitated, when the 
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legends of the saints contained the 
story of the bearded saintess of the 
Tyrol—a converted ballet-dancer, who 
was thus rendered hideous in accord- 
ance with her prayer, that she might 
be made so repulsive as to frighten 
away all lovers. And yet Mr. Barnum’s 
Bearded Lady had a husband ! 

Jokes ridiculing red beards and 
heads were common in the old time; 
probably because a popular tradition 
declared that Judas, ‘the arch rascal,’ 
was so marked by nature. The anec- 
dote of the good clergyman who never 
laughed but once in church, and that 
was, when he saw a youth trying to 
light a cigar, or warm his hands at a 
certain ruddy poll, finds its prototype 
in one of the old Latin stories : 

‘Our country people are wont to say, when 
they see a red-headed man: ‘he would make 
a bad chimney-sweeper. And when the 
reason is asked, they say: ‘when his head 
came out of the chimney the country folks 
would think it was fire, and would ring the 
bells, assemble from every direction, and 
cause all the riot and trouble incident to a 
conflagration.’’ 

It is worth noting in this connection, 
that the prejudice against red hair is 
rapklly being forgotten among culti- 
vated persons, and is far from being 
what it was within the memory of 
man, The vulgar, who are the last to 
abandon an absurdity, still retain a few 
jokes on the subject; but these will 
probably be as unintelligible in time, 
as would be the jests of the middle 
ages on the rufa tunica, or red frock. 
The boorishness and cruelty of ‘the 
good old times,’ are strongly reflected 
in the following, which a scholar of the 
fifteenth and sixteenth centuries was 
not ashamed to record of himself : 

* When lately during Lent, in the year 1506, 
we had several guests, among them a rustic 
from Weilsberg, who wore a long red beard, 
I asked him why he did so? and he replied, 
‘out of grief for the death of his father-in-law.’ 
To which I replied: ‘ All wrong, for red is a 
color suited to rejoicing’—at which remark 
all the guests present began to laugh immod- 
erately. But he with his rustic simplicity, be- 
ing made ashamed, answered: ‘Yes, sir— 
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that is very true, and yet I assure you that I 
feel as sorrowful in this red beard as any other 
man does in his black one.’ 


The man who docs not—though 
three and a half centuries lie between 
—sympathize with the sad, honest sim- 
plicity of the poor red-bearded mourner, 
must be as gross and heartless as was 
the narrator of the incident. It gives 
one, indeed, strange subject for reflec- 
tion, to pause among these old trifles 
of a by-gone day; jotted down for 
passing time in a rude age, and yet 
preserved so clearly, cut and freshly 
colored in the modern time! Conrad 
Bubel, the free lance, and his enemy 
—the red-bearded mourner, the Baron 
von Stoeffel and his pretor, with the 
simple minded thief, and timid 
priests, and the genial but coarse 
scholar, Bebelius himself, were all real 
men in their day, who might have 
passed away without the slightest link 
to bind their names or natures to an 
after age—and now they live in a jest! 
Still they live—and it may be that 
when the page which you now peruse, 
O reader, shall be as old as the yellow 
leaves of the sixteenth century volume 
now before me, some one may revive 
them again. It is something to be near 
a scholar now and then, for no one 
knows who once crosses his path, but 
that he too may be noted down, to be 
borne by an anecdote across stormy 
centuries, into ages all unlike our own. 
No man ever yet died out of a printed 
book. 

Many a happy thought dashed off by 
a modern writer, is only the adroit 


“plagiarism of an old joke.. ‘But oh, 


the Latin!’ says Heinrich Heine, in 
describing his boyish sorrows to a lady 
—‘ Madame, you can really have no 
idea of what a mess it is. The Romans 
would never have found time to con- 
quer the world, if they had been first 
obliged to learn Latin. Lucky dogs! 
they already knew in their cradles the 
nouns ending in im.’ This is a very 
adroit theft from the Hpistalarum Ob- 
seurorum Virorum, attributed to Von 
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Hatten and others, in which a stupid 
monk, having argued with Erasmus, 
writes as follows to his master : 

‘Then our host, who is a good scholar, be- 
gan to talk of poetry, and greatly praised 
Juxivs Cazsar in his writings and deeds. Now 
when I heard this I was specially delighted 
that I had read so much, and that I had heard 
you lecture on poetry in Cologne, and I said: 
‘Since you speak of poetry, I can no longer 
keep quiet, and I tell you plainly that I do not 
believe that Carsar wrote those comment- 
aries; and I strengthened my assertion with 
this argument: ‘He who has his business in 
war and in constant labors, cannot learn Latin. 
Now, Cazsar was always in wars or in great 
toils, therefore he could not be erudite, or 
learn Latin.’ I think, however, that Sveroxius 
wrote those Commentaries, for I never saw 
any writer whose style so much resembles 
that of Caesar, as does that of Surronivs.’ 

Who has not heard the story of the 
hackney coachman, who, at the end of 
the day, was wont to divide his gains 
into ‘ half for master and half for me, 
when the whole should have been given 
to the proprietor? Or of the Ameri- 
can public functionary, who said that 
his annual gains were ‘one thousand 
dollars salary, besides the cheatage and 
stealage?’ Both seem to me to be 
foreshadowed in the following ‘ Sacer- 
dotis jocus non illepidus’ : 

‘A certain priest named Frsrinvs who 
begged for a convent of Saint Sebastian, being 
asked what his annual salary was, replied : 
‘Twenty gold crowns!’ ‘Little enough!’ 
answered the other. To which Fysiixvs 
replied: ‘Various, however, are the emolu- 
ments of mortals; for I have also what is 
given to me, and what I steal. And very good 
is Saint Sebastian, who, whatever division I 
make with him, is always silent and con- 
tented.’ 

It is worth noting that this story 
and thousands which bore much more 
severely on the priests, were current 
for centuries before the Reformation. 
There were many anecdotes of this 
priest, all to his discredit, many of 
which were attributed, at a later day, 
to other unworthy monks. Among 
these, a very dull one is interesting, as 
connecting him with Eberhard, ‘our 
bearded prince,’ already referred to. 
Having begged of this truly noble man 
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a benefice, Eberhard, who was aware 
of his character, replied: ‘If 1b had a 
thousand vacant, you should not have 
the least of them.’—‘ Si mille, inquit, 
mihi beneficia, ego minimum tibi non con- 
JSerrem’ To which Fysilinus impu- 
dently replied: ‘ And if I should hold 
divine service a thousand times, I 
would never bear you in mind, nor 
pray once for your salvation.’ 

I have attempted in the foregoing 
remarks to set forth, or rather illus- 
trate, the manner in which modern 
jests have flown directly or indirectly, 
from those of earlier generations; and 
have, in so doing, called attention to a 
rare and curious class of humorous 
books, which have been but little cited 
for more than two centuries. The 
principal point which I would most 
gladly make clear, is the fact that in 
literature and the history of culture, 
there are two classes of critics: the 
ultra-modern and the ultra-conserva- 
tive, both of whom are in the wrong. 
The one cries that every flash of gen- 
ius is new, and that an old jest is an 
old abomination—the other vows that 
there is nothing mew under the sun, 
and that every good story is hidden 
away, in all its excellence, somewhere 
in the storehouse of the past. Ex- 
amination is, however, like Pietro 


D’Abano, always a Conciliator. We 


find the original thema in the past, 
often reduced to the careless illustra- 
tion of some principle or characteristic 
common to all humanity; but when we 
follow it down to the present, it be- 
comes varied, improved, and enlarged 
into whole groups and families of new 
anecdotes, poems, jests, or proverbs; 
any single member of which is, per- 
haps, better than the original. 

The history of jests can, in turn, be 
made to furnish an extremely vivid 
and curious history of the social con- 
ditions of men, and their changes from 
the earliest ages—not to be surpassed 
in value by that of any other peculiari- 
ties. In nothing is a man so much 
himself as in his humor. 
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LITERARY NOTICES. 


An Hisroricat Researcn, respecting the 
Opinions of the Founders of the Republic 
on Negroes as Slaves, as Citizens, and as 
Soldiers. Read before the Massachusetts 
Historical Society, August 14, 1862. By 
Georce Livermore. Boston: John 
Wilson & Son. 1862. 


Wiruin the past two years we have met 
with two pamphlets referring to the negro 
question during the days of the Revolution— 
the one being a reprint with comments of the 
celebrated Laurens letter,* the other con- 
taining information as to the part taken by 
blacks in the struggle.+ We inferred from 
these works that much remained to be told, 
and find our surmise verified by an examina- 
tion of the neatly printed octavo of 215 
pages, now before us, in which is given a 
mass of information, fully establishing the 
fact that the negro played no mean part in 
the army of the Revolution, and, we may 
add, suggesting the reflection that he may 
only need proper encouragement to do as 
much, again, unless he should have strangely 
deteriorated from the original stock of his 
ancestry. Such a work as this, thorough 
and full of plain facts, telling their own 
story, was greatly needed, and we congratu- 
late all who are interested in the future of 
this country on its appearance. Published 
under the auspices of the Massachusetts 
Historical Society, and warmly approved by 
Epwarp Everett and the venerable Josian 
Quincy, the work in question possesses, of 
course, the highest claim to consideration as 
a well written and perfectly digested resumé 
of its subject. It is curious to observe, from 
its documentary proofs, how fully the slave- 
holding arguments of the present day were 
once negatived by the experience of the 
past ; and it is almost bitterly amusing that 


* A South Carolina Protest againt Slavery. New 
York: G. P. Putnam. 1861. 

+ Historical Notes on the Employment of Ne- 
groes in the American Army of the Revolution. 
By Grorce H. Moore. New York: Charles T. 
Evans. Vide also Tue Continental MonrTaty, 
May, p. 824, vol. i. 


men can learn so little from experience, and 
that in one generation the dense clouds of 
ignorance should gather so thickly over a 
subject of the most vital importance to the 
country. 

From this work we may learn that ‘no 
language of radical reformers in recent times 
surpasses in severity the honest utterances’ 
of the first men of the Revolution on the 
subject of slavery. It is worth knowing 
what Franklin, Adams, Jefferson, Laurens, 
Pinckney, Randolph, Sherman, and a host 
of others said—to realize that slavery was 
regarded by them as a curse; and it is 
grievous to learn that ‘ circumstances,’ local 
feuds, and bewildering side-issues should 
have interfered to prevent ‘abolition’ at a 
time when it might have been safely carried 
out, The vast amount of historical research 
on this subject, and its results, are well set 
forth by Mr. Livermore; and had his work 
been limited to these chapters alone, it 
should have won him a distinguished place 
among those who have cast a light as of life 
upon the obscure difficulties which now beset 
the great question. More encouraging and 
extremely interesting is that second portion 
of the work which gives the opinions of the 
founders of the republic respecting negroes 
as soldiers, and facts establishing their mili- 
tary ability. That the first fight of the Re- 
volution should have been led by a negro, 
who was its first martyr, is of itself deeply 
significant: so is the fact that the most re- 
markable incident at Bunker Hill—the death 
of Pitcairn—was due to the bullet of a brave 
black soldier. With the exception of the 
two Tory States, Georgia and South Carolina, 
blacks, slave blacks, were enlisted from all the 
States in great numbers, and fought well. It 
is remarkable that in the beginning the same 
absurd objections to employing them were 
raised as those which still abound in our 
‘Democratic’ press ; and it was not, indeed, 
until forced by stern experience and dire 
need, that ‘the States’ found out the folly of 
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All of these data in the history of 
slavery, and with them several of minor im- 
portance, are remarkably well set forth in 
the present volume, which may fairly claim 
to be the first work on the subject. ever 
published—the ‘Historical Notes’ already 
referred to having been suggested, as we 
are told, by Mr. Livermore himself, and 
forming an avant courier to the ‘ Historical 
Research.’ It is needless to say that we 
commend it with our whole heart to all who 
would study the question of negro slavery 
from the beginning in this republic, and 
know, what few do, the extent and impor- 
tance of the early troubles on the subject, or 
settle for themselves the greatly vexed 
question whether negroes, when treated as 
men, will or will not fight. It is all there. 


Lixe anp Untrxe. By A. 8S. Ror. New 
York: Carleton. Boston: A. K. Loring. 


Mr. Rok’s novels are of the manufactured 
kind. Like those of many others who are in 
the business, they give the impression that 
they are easily written, and might possibly 
be turned out by a machine, had invention 
progressed a little farther than it has. Still 
his piéces de manufacture are very good of 
their kind, and sell very well—like the moral 
romances in China, which are disposed of by 
weight and in fragments, in such vast quanti- 
ties, and which are so entirely a matter of 
mere pastime that the authors never think 
it worth while to affix their names to them. 
Like and Unlike may be safely intrusted by 
the most fastidious aunt to the most un- 
sophisticated of nieces—and it is not unlikely 
that the niece would greatly enjoy its pe- 
rusal, It is by no means devoid of interest, 
and indicates in many particulars that famil- 
iarity with the press which preserves any 
work of its nature—so far as style is con- 
cerned—from harsh judgment. There are 
better books—but certainly there are thou- 
sands which are much worse. 


Titan. From the German of Jean Pav 
Frieprich Ricuter, by Caries T. 
Brooks, Boston: Ticknor & Fields, 1863. 
To many men Jean Pact has always been 

the greatest of German writers, however they 

might protest their preference for some other 
idol. Cartyte knows and names GorTHE 
as the intellectual culmination of the past 
age—and yet shows in every sentence the 
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influence of The Only One, with very barren 
traces indeed of The Old Heathen ; reminding 
us of those devotees who profess a faith in 
Gop, but manifest it in the worship of some 
congenial saint. At the present day, Richter, 
instead of being overrated, is neglected. 
Already thirty years ago Havurr bewailed 
that his works were not taken from public 
libraries; and yet it is as true as ever that 
he is, if not the greatest of German writers, 
at least the most German among the great 
ones of his fatherland. And it is here that 
the drawback lies—he carried to such excess 
all the peculiarities of his very peculiar 
country, and was a giant of grotesqueness. 
No one can really know German literature 
who knows not Jean Paul. 

The work before us is Richter’s master- 
piece, which cost him ten years of labor. We 
could sum up of his other writings some 
thousand or two of pages which we read 
with more pleasure ; yet still commend ‘ Titan’ 
as the best beginning and ending for those 
who intend to go through all of Richter’s 
writings. It is a romance sui generis—in 
the world, and yet most unworldly—full of 
unusual characters set forth in more unusual 
language—refreshing and delightful to the 
initiate, and most wearisome to common- 
place minds. As regards the merit of the 
translation, we can only say that, having 
compared the first hundred pages with the 
original, we find them admirably and ac- 
curately rendered, and presume, of course, 
that the remainder is equally excellent. Will 
nat Mr. Brooks at some future time give us 
a translation of Richter’s Vorschule der 
Esthetik, a work sadly needed by some of 
our art-critics ? 


Lerr Our; or, Some of the Histories 
eft out in ‘Line upon Line.’ New York: 
Harper & Brothers. 1863. 
A suveniLe work with an extremely 
awkward title; ‘Line upon Line’ having 
been a collection of Bible stories, adapted to 
the capacity of children, of which book the 
present volume is a continuation. While 
we credit the author for the best intentions, 
we must, however, suggest that it would 
have beer better in every instance had the 
original text been given as well as the para- 
phrase, unless, indeed, it be assumed that 
the -Bible is unfit for children to read, or 
above their comprehension. 
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AnotHer month of these most eventful 
times has passed by with mingled good and 
evil fortune, and we still find ‘that great 
mystery, the American Republic,’ strong and 
in good hope, careering in headlong speed, 
with accelerated motion, adown the great 
torrent of history. It is natural enough— 
yet it is still most unreasonable—that there 
should be so many who believe that every 
eddy and whirl should be its death-struggle 
or its final dart into the deep calm sea of 
safety. With every battle lost or won there 
are thousands who despair or exult—forget- 
ting that, come what may,the cause of human 
progress is never backward, and that we 
might as soon hope to recall the middle ages 
as build up into prosperity the ‘ patriarchal’ 
old slave South. 

Every rebel’s slave is free. Free on paper, 
if you will—theoretically free; but is that 
nothing? How many years will slavery, or 
the Southern system in its integrity, exist side 
by side with a rapidly growing free country 
no longer recognizing the existence of ‘the 
institution ?’ How many months, in fact, when 
we shall have and hold—as we are absolute- 
ly determined to do—the whole west bank 
of the Mississippi and the confederate ports; 
which, by the way, should have all been 
secured at the outset at any cost? Let us 
win or lose in the field, we shall still, thanks 
to our fleet, hem them in. And will not that, 
with mere waiting, prove a complete victory ? 
Whatever financial crises may be before the 
North, it will ever possess, in spite of the 
most terrible sufferings, its enormous recu- 
perative power, and its old ability for hard 
work. But how is the exhausted, ruined 
South to arise, save through Northern aid ? 
Will its poor whites labor in factories? They 
are expected to form a permanent standing 
army. The negroes? The day of slavery is 
passing away rapidly. Let the South gain 


battles, if it will—they are only defeats in dis- 
guise; and in the long run it will be found 
that Gop willed this war to be long and bitter, 
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that by it the last stronghold of the wrongs 
of man might be the more thoroughly ex- 
hausted. 


THE GOLDEN ROD. 


Upon the waves that rise and die 
Along the banks of Severn’s river, 
Amidst the blue of broken sky, 
I saw thy half-drawn image quiver 
In changing gleams of golden light, 
Now broadly spread, now vanished quite. 


Late Golden Rod! in thought I deem 

I still shall find thee swaying there, 
As if some naiad of the stream 

Gave to the wind her yellow hair, 
Or, leaning o’er the margin, sought 
The restless shape the waters wrought. 


Though swaying, yet in quietude, 
Thy beauty touched my very soul, 
Like the calm eye of womanhood, 
In stillness keeping all control. 
And lo! as under sudden spell, 
Thy presence shadowed all the dell. 


The valley took October’s crown, 
I found thy glory still the same; 
The sumach flung his red leaves down, 
And lit his winter crest of flame; 
The early elm and maple gave 
Their burden to the patient wave. 


I sought thee in the later year, 
I sought, but found thee there no more ; 
Only a rigid stalk and sere 
A withered head in silence bore, 
Or swung, responsive to the sigh 
Of the stray wind that passed it by. 


Now Severn’s banks in snow are still, 
And Severn’s stream is hushed and pale; 
The sun shines on the whitened hill, 
And glows like summer in the dale; 
And yet I come, and half in gloom 
And half in joy recall thy bloom. 





Reader—do you want 
SOMETHING NEW FOR DINNER? 


Tr is not necessary to refer to a cook book 
to know what an excellent fish is the sheep’s- 
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head ; you may find it in Noah Webster’s large 
dictionary, where it is described as “ the Sar- 
gus Ovis of Mitchell; esteemed delicious 
food” ; or, you can find it in market. 

Mr. Withers was married to a lovely young 
lady who once worked an entire piano cover 
with worsted. They had commenced house- 
keeping but a few months, when one morning 
the husband informed his wife that he should 
invite a friend to dine with him that day. 

Mrs. Withers was in despair at this an- 
nouncement, but she smiled and hid her grief; 
or at least her grief, in the shape of a Celtic 
cook, was at that time not to be seen, being 
employed in the kitchen, where she had in- 
vited two of her friends to “come in and 
ate.” 

Mr. Withers went down town; his wife then 
gave directions to the cook, Biddy O’Shaugh- 
shenny by name, to buy a sheep’s-head, beef, 
game, and so forth. 

* By the way, Bridget, have you ever cooked 
a sheep’s-head before?’ 

‘A shape’s hid is it? Then I’m thinking, 
ma’am, I’ve cooked the likes of them minny a 
time and oft in the owld counthry when I 
bided with Mister Maginnis the grate counsil- 
lor in Dublin. I did.’ 

This was sufficient: Mrs. Withers was re- 
lieved of all care, and soon wended her way 
out shopping and making calls, until nearly 
the dinner hour. Home came Mr. Withers 
and friend, an Englishman by the name of 
Molesworth, with keen appetites. The dinner 
was served; oysters and soup finished, the 
waiter brought on a large dish covered. 

* Ha, what have we here?’ asked Withers, 
the busband. 

‘Something new, my dear,’ answered 
Withers, the wife. ‘I knew they were in 
season, and I ordered it for a surprise.’ 

Withers lifted the cover! 

There was a sheep’s head—with horns on. 

However a Sheep's Head is like a turbot— 
for a turbot—according to Albert Smith’s 
account of the Frenchman learning English— 
is not unlike a tire-botte (or a boot-jack) which 
Aas horns. Is’nt that a frantic conciliation 
of differences, and one which might have 
done honor to Petrus d’Abano, the Concilia- 
tor, himself? 





THERE are many conscientious men whose 
consciences tear at the first pull—as is shown 
‘in the subsequent :’ 


CONSCIENTIOUS. 


- Dear Cowtixentat: Perhaps the following 
incident will cause a smile to ripple the good- 
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natured features of some of your readers :— 
In the county of M——, the Draft Commis- 
sioner held an extra appeal for the ‘ conscien- 
tious men.’ Now, in said county, there dwelt 
one Barney Mullen, who, not being exempted 
at the first appeal, on ‘non-citizenship’ 
grounds, was in ‘ great tribulation’ in regard 
to the approaching draft. Some wag persuad- 
ed him to attend the second ‘hearing,’ telling 
him to swear that he was conscientious, and he 
would get his exemption papers. So Barney 
was at hand at the ‘appointed time and 
place.’ At last, ‘it came to pass’ that he got 
a hearing, and the Commissioner asked him 
what he had to say for himself. 

‘Shure, it’s consyintious I am, an’ exempt- 
ed I want to be.’ 

The Commissioner had not forgotten Barney, 
so, to humor his whim, asked him if he would 
take the affidavit, having first read that paper 
to him. 

‘ Afther David, the divil! It’s me exemp- 
tion papers I’m afther,’ he replied. 

‘Have you conscientious scruples against 
fighting?’ asked the Commissioner. 

‘Och, it’s the schrupils an’ dhrams both I 
have. I get ’em bad, too, yer honor.’ 

‘Well, Barney,’ said ‘his honor’—putting 
the same question to him that he asked ail 
others who offered the conscientious plea (and 
who always gave an affirmative answer)— if 
your wife was being murdered, would you 
stand by a silent spectator ?’ 

‘Divil a silent spectator! D’yees take me 
fer a haythen? Be the howly! show me the 
seallywag that would harrum a hair o’ the 
ole ’oman’s hid, an’ I'd give him sich a pelt 
on the gob, that he would think he’d got 
forninst a horse’s hoof!’ 

: ‘Then we can’t exempt you, Mr. Mullen.’ 

‘Mither ov Moses!’ exclaimed Barney, as 
he left the room, ‘ not exempt a man because 
he wouldn’t shtand by an’ see the ole ’oman 
murdered!’ 


WE are indebted to a friend—who is re- 

quested to call again—for the following from 
Powapetrnia, Nov. 1962. 
Dear ContINENTAL: 

Did you ever study the language of signs? 

I have—and a queer language itis. It is 
divided into two great families. 

The first is of street signs. 

The second of signs manual, optical, and 
otherwise by gesture sign-ificant. 

An excellent illustration of this latter class 
was witnessed lately in a police court of this 
city. I give it as narrated to me by a friend. 

A deaf mute, whose banged and battered 
face spoke for itself, lately appeared before a 
local magistrate to complain of the sufferings 
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inflicted upon him by certain iniquitarians to 
ye court unknown. 4 

*He’s deaf and dumb as a nadder, your 
honor,’ remarked the solemn policeman who 
introduced the silent man. ‘But he kin tell 
his story bully.’ 

And he did. 

Striking an attitude the dumb one pointed 
to his bruises, and then struck out one, two 
and three @ Ja Heenan, to signify that his sor- 
rows had been caused by a pugilistic attack. 

The court nodded its perfect comprehension 
of the business thus far. 

Raising the two fingers of his left hand, the 
mute bowed them up and down, so that they 
seemed to be human beings with solidified 
legs, making salaams to the court. 

The court nodded. 

Then the two fingers precipitated them- 
selves fiercely against the forefinger of the 
right hand, which at once fell down, and was 
danced upon and bumped in a variety of ways 
by the inhuman digits of the sinister party. 

The court nodded. It understood that the 
dumb man had been attacked by two persons. 

But who were the two? 

Elevating the forefinger of the left hand, 
the plaintiff first pointed to its face—or the 
place most suggestive of one, and then pressed 
his own nose flat. 

The court nodded. One of the assaulters 
had been flat-nosed. 

* A nigger, your honor!’ exclaimed the con- 
stable in breathless admiration. 

Raising the second finger the dumb man 
after a second crossed his two forefingers, and 
made upon his breast the sign of the cross. It 
was catholically done. 

The court nodded. 

‘ An Irishman, your honor!’ exclaimed the 
constable, who like the complainant argued 
very promptly from religion to nationality. 
An Irishman and a nigger—and I’ll find out in 
ten minutes all about it.’ 

And he did—a warrant was issued, and the 
guilty men punished. 

“Thus he by gestes made knowne hys suf- 
ferance.” 

Yours devoted, Jor. 





IN THE BATTLE, 


Tue drums are beat, the trumpets blow, 
The black-mouthed cannon bay the foe, 
Dark bristling o’er each murky height, 
And all the field is whirled in fight. 


The long life in the drowsy tent 

Fades from me like a vision spent ;— 

I stand upon the battle’s marge, 

And watch the smoking squadron’s charge. 


Behold one starry banner reel 

With that wild shock of steel on steel ; 
And ringing up by rock and tree 

At last the cry that summons me. 


I hear it in my vibrant soul, 

Deep thundering back its counter roll; 
And all life’s ore seems newly wrought 
In the white furnace of my thought. 


No dream that made my days divine 
But flashes back some mystic sign ; 
And every shape that erst was bright 
Sweeps by me garmented in light. 


High legends of immortal praise, 

Brows of world heroes bound with bays, 
The crownéd majesties of Time 

Rise visioned on my soul sublime. 


Dear living lips of love and prayer 

Come chanting through the blackened air ; 

And eyes look out of marble tombs, 

And hands are waved from churchyard 
glooms. 


“Charge! charge!” at last the captain’s 
cry! 

We pant, we speed, we leap, we fly ; 

I feel my lifting feet aspire, 

As I were born of wind and fire! 


On! on! where wild the battle swims, 
On! on! no shade my vision dims; 
Transcendent o’er yon smoky wreath, 
I see the glory of great Death! 


Come flashing blade, and hissing ball! 

I give my blood, my breath, my all, 

So that on yonder rocking height 

The stars and stripes may wave to-night! 


Our Art writer is awakened. Listen to 
him. 

Dear ContiventaL: You were kind enough 
to inform me that you would be much obliged 
if I would let you know if there was anything 
stirring in the world of Art. 

The last thing which stirred in my world— 
I mean in my workshop in the Studio Build- 
ing—was a German of the carpenter persua- 
sion. At least he had a side pocket, and fold- 
ing two-feet rule, with a shaving on his left 
curl, 

‘Bees you a poor-trait bainter?’ he in 
quired, 

‘Truly I am!’ I replied. 

‘I wants you to baint de likeness to my 
fader.’ 

‘With pleasure. Bring him here.’ 

‘Yas—see now, dat is not bossiple. He lies 
geburied in the purying crount in Stuttgart in 
Shermany.’ 




















* Well, have you a photograph of him?’ 

‘ Nichts photograb.’ 

‘Or a bust?’ 

* Nichts pust.’ . 

‘Or a drawing?’ 

* Nichts trawing.’ 

‘Or an engraving?’ 

‘ Nichis craving.’ 

* Well, then—what have you got ?’ 

‘I got dis dings.’ 

Saying this, he brought forth a small book, 
greatly worn, which he slowly opened, and 
unfolded from it a broad leaf, adorned with 
German emblems, and cragged pot-hook in- 
scriptions which looked like lager-bier signs. 

‘ What is that?’ 

‘Dis is mein fader’s passport. Look ant 
readt! Plue eyes, proun hair, round hinn, pig 
mouf—und all dat, so fort. He hafe a goot 
deal of exbression like mine.’ 

(Where this latter could have been I could 
not imagine.) 

‘ Yas—und he wear a plue gote.’ 

* Oh—a goatee, I suppose, on his chin?’ 

‘No. It was a plue gote on his pack. He 
hafe a peard like mein, und look like mein. 
Put mein fader was a more older man dan 
me.’ 

‘ Ah, indeed!’ 

* Yas. Baint him mit a piple on a taple, und 
mit a girl on his hands.’ 

* What /!’ 

‘ Yas—mine lectle daughter. 
here to be colored.’ 

It was a bold thing to do; but on this small 
capital I went to work, and succeeded. At 
least, Jacobus Kirchelheimer said so—and he 
ought to know, for he was a first-rate fellow, 
and sent me over and above the price agreed 
upon, a dozen bottles of Rudesheimer. A sus- 
picion seemed indeed to haunt his mind that 
the portrait resembled himself much more 
than it did the late Herr Kirchelheimer, pére, 
—but he speedily found comfort in the follow- 
ing reflection : 

‘Ven I kits to be more older it will do 
shoost as goot for mine bicture as for de old 
one.’ 

It wasn’t very self-flattering—that of hop- 
ing to resemble the Old One; but I said noth- 
ing. And no more at present from 

Yours truly, 
POPPY OYLE. 


I prings her 





James Bucnanan—not satisfied with hop- 
ing for the parings of a nomination to the 
Senate after having eaten the Presidential 
apple, has pushed his impudence so far as to 
attempt to vindicate Froyp from the charge 
of stealing, although the theft was by FLoyp 
self-confessed and gloried in. This is prov- 
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ing more than the record. What will Fioyp 
say for Bucnanan? 
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The Raven said: ‘ Of birds I know, 
The very whitest is the Crow.’ 


The Crow declared : ‘ While birds endure, 
The Raven will be whitest, sure!’ 


The Raven said: ‘I do believe 
The Crow knows not what ’tis to thieve.’ 


The Crow inquired: ‘ Who ever heard 
The Raven was a stealing bird? 


‘ He calls himself a thief, I know, 
But I can prove it is not so.’ 


The Raven swore by wet and dry, 
The Crow was never known to lie. 


The Crow swore out by hot and cold, 
The Raven’s word was good as gold. 


The Crow flew o’er an old oak tree ; 
‘ Caw me,’ he croaked, ‘and J’ll caw thee.’ 


It is an old story, and one which will last 
while rogues endure—be they broken-down 
politicians, craving, like Buchanan, a little 
more paltry notoriety, or any other variety 
of the great family of the Dishonest. And 
they will go their way adown the road of 
time and into history, properly brandmarked. 
The truth ever comes to light. 

* And that isn’t all—either.’ For even as 
we write, the following is handed us by a 
friend : 


Take, oh, take his pen away, 

That so feebly runs on paper: 
Keep him quiet, or he’ll play 

Other trait’rous prank and caper, 
Why apologize for treason, 
Or for stealing give a reason? 


Hide, oh, hide his pens and ink; 
Try to keep him silent: do! 
Would you let him lower sink, 
He'd defend the Devil too. 
Keep him silent, let him be: 
He has not escaped Scott-free. 


Not he—nor the opinion of the whole 
world, either. There—let him go—his place 
in the future is at any rate decided on, And 
yet the vindicator of Floyd intends, we are 
told, to vindicate himself! 





A tate ‘horrible and agonizing execu- 
tion’ of two murderers in cultivated and 
Christian England was witnessed by one 
hundred thousand people !—according to the 
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London Times. In the first-class English 
journals a large space is always devoted to 
police reports, in which the vilest and most 
vulgar criminal cases are always given in full 
detail, to gratify the almost universal British 
eraving for filth and cruelty. A drunken 
vagabond cannot maim his wife but all Eng- 
land must know all about it. Let it be borne 
in mind that while English writers are never 
weary of speaking of the blackguardism of 
the American press, nine tenths of our jour- 
nals abandoned many years ago the abomi- 
nable practice of regularly publishing police 
cases; and that, making every allowance, 
English newspapers at present publish on an 
average ter. times as much demoralizing mat- 
ter as the American. 


WE clip the following from the Boston 
Post : 

‘Speaking of the heathen names reminds 
the London Atheneum of what M. Salverte 
says with respect to that fairest of the hero- 
ines in that poem for all spring time, “Lalla 
Rookh.” Everybody, in his happy turn, has 
been in love with that lady of the peerless en- 
chantments: perhaps they will be taken a 
little aback when they hear that before the 
lord of the East gave her the name of Nour- 
mahal, ‘ Light of the Harem,’ or, in the later 
excess of his love, Nourdjihan, ‘ Light of the 
World,’ she was known to her family and 
friends as Mher-ul-Nica, or, in equivalent 
Saxon, the ‘Strapping Wench ;’ and that this 
‘tallest of women,’ of whom it is said her 
lover, Djihanguyr, 
preferred in his heart the least ringlet that 

eurl'd 
Down her exquisite neck, to the throne of the 
world, 


only became the light of his harem by the pro- 
cess of cutting the throat of her first husband. 
If this annotation, to be made in all copies of 
the poem, do not wring all charm out of the 
names by which the poet’s lady is known to 
fame, then fiction again will prove stronger 
than fact.’ 


‘And that isn’t all, either.’ For Noor- 
Mahal, albeit conventionally used as Light 
of the Harem, does mean Light of the Work- 
shop in Arabic. We shouldn’t in the least 
wonder if the lady in question, in her earlier 
and better-behaved days, had been chief en- 
gineer of a sewing machine at two shillings 
aday. However, we set that down to her 
credit side. 





ReapER—you have travelled? If so, did 
you ever suffer from too much landlord ? 

The last time we were at Mackinaw, we had 
our boots Wlackened, our clothes ‘ swept,’ and 
our cigars diminished by a very funny half- 
breed named Pierre, and noticed that when 
more cigars than usual were taken, we were al- 
ways sure of receiving an extra amount of at- 
tention from him in the way of sweeping, 
brushing, and small talk. 

*Mossu, how you lak Detroit ?’ 

‘T like it very well.’ 

‘Zat fust-rate ’otel, ze Fiddle House; ze 
landlord he maks var’ big fuss over ze grand 
persons as come zére—var’ big fuss.) Mam- 
selle GranproseE she var splendid damseuse, 
she ‘ave ze grande attentions: Madame Cor- 
son she grande chanteuse ‘ave ze grand 
care. Ah, bote zére comes zére oncet ze 
Marquis DE CHOUXFLEURS, zen you should 
see zat landlord ; he bows and he smiles, and 
he rons round all ze time, viz, ‘Musshoe ze 
Markiss, vat you lak for to eat, for to drink, 
for to sleeps? can I do somesings fore you. 
At lass ze Marquis he call for his bill, and 
he goes for to leave ze hotel. Zen ze land- 
lord he comes to ze door, and he bows, and 
he smiles, and he robs his hands togezzer, 
and says he: 

‘Musshoe ze Markiss, bone voyyaidge ;’ 
(you see he spiks ze French var’ bad;) ‘I 
hope you have been satisfy wiz my ho-tel ?’ 

Zen ze Marquis smiles var’ moch pleasaunt, 
and viz ze air off grand seigneur he lokes 
down on ze landlord and spiks slowlee : 

‘Ze eat is var’ good, ze sleep is not so var’ 
bad, bote I ’ave notice one sing—zére is en- 
tairely TOO MOCHE LANDLORD!’ 

In American hotels, as strangers declare, 
unless one be acquainted, the complaint is 
apt to be of too Jittle landlord. Then—oh, 
then, ‘all goes as it does with a divinity in 
France,’ as the European proverb hath it— 
that is to say, very Paradisiacally indeed. 
Which reminds us of a letter on the coming 
of the Millennium, from a friend who declares 
it to be his conviction that those who are 
afraid of the immediate realization of this 
consummation devoutly to be wished for, 
may lay aside their apprehensions, since it is 
evident that nothing of the kind is to come 
off this year at least. 


‘Of which, dear Continentax friend, there 
can be no doubt, albeit there may be somewhat 
pity. ForI have lang syne awaited a mil- 
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lennium and a golden age, and, when Fer- 
nanno Woop was kicked out of the mayoralty 
into Coventry, hailed it as the beginning. 
Now, however, the old serpent lifts his head 
—Fernando has gone to Congress, and the 
devil is let loose again for a little season—to 
give seasoning by his sin to the great sea of 
gruel of excessive virtue with which the world 
is inundated. Oh for the wings of a dove, to 
be ‘out of this’—cut loose from all such 
‘carryin’s on,’ and fairly calm in some silent 
Lubberland or Atlantis fairy realm of peace! 


‘Where, with glasses ever clinking, 
The gentles, ever drinking 
To their lady loves in winking, 
Cry aloud in jubilo ; 
And ghe jolly plump old president 
Calls out to every resident, 
And, when they answer, says he meant 
- To pledge in gaudio: 
* Where the bells all day are ringing, 
Where the world is ever singing, 
Ané the roasted ducks fly winging 
Their way into your mouth : 
Where doors are never banging, 
Where tongues are never clanging, 
Where the peach and grape while hanging 
Turn ali sides toward the south : 


‘Where you find no foolish fussing, 
Where you hear no oaths or cussing, 
Where the babies need no nussing, 

But in smiles or sleep are found : 
Where they all own herds and flockses, 
Where we get in no ‘ bad boxes,’ 

And where all the paradoxes 
Are made straight, or else come round. 


*O land so sweet and sunny! 
O land of milk and money! 
O land of peach and honey! 
O land withouten peer! 
O land of good society! 
O land of great variety ! 
And genial sobriety, 
Oh, would that thou wert here! 


* Or that I were ‘over yonder!’ 
Free to rest and free to ponder, 
Free to print, and free to wander 

"Mid the maidens short and tall! 
On ‘the other side of Jordan,’ 
Where all is tuned accordin’ 

‘To your leastest wish, my lord,’ in 

Every matter, great and small ! 


*Knowest thou, 0 Editor Letanp, of aught 
such, where the board is cheap? Answer, I 
pray ye, forthwith. Sono stancato,’ 


Not we. When we hear of it, O friend, 
we will take passage for two—by the first 
boat. 
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A FRIEND communicates to us the follow- 
ing: 

‘Prato, I think, Prrmacoras, I guess, and 
Fo-u1, as I suppose—to judge from his eight 
Kvua—believed that all knowledge was capable 
of mathematical representation. 

‘I don’t know Miss Brown,’ quoth a lady 
lately, in my hearing, ‘she isn’t in my Circle.’ 

‘ And I don’t know her,’ added Miss Black, 
‘for she doesn’t live in my Square—and I 
never visit out of it.’ 

Dr. Hotmes has, however, declared that a 
person may be known by Triangulating the 
descent from the grandfather down. 

From all of which I should judge that to 
mathematically set forth the knowledge of any 
person, it would be necessary to draw that 
slightly paradoxical figure popularly described 
as a triangular square with round corners! 

Q. E. D. 


Yes—we think we see it. Square—corner 
—tri—Here, Thomas—carry it off and have 
it set up. It’s all right, we suppose. Some- 
body will find it out, at any rate. Let us con- 
tinue by singing the following genial ‘ Sol- 
dier’s Song,’ which hath the good ring of the 
good old time, and which has just come to 
hand: 


SOLDATENLIED. 


The wide world is the soldier’s home, 
His comrades are his kin ; 
His palace-roof the welkin dome, 
The drum his mandolin. 
He gives to air 
All thought of care, 
And trolls his serenade 
To fiery Mars, 
The king of stars, 
That never love betrayed. 


The banner is the soldier’s bride, 
The love of bold and brave ; 
His wedding feast, the battle tide; 
His marriage bed, the grave. 
Where bullets sing, 
Death’s leaden wing, 

Light as a dancing feather, 
When hero falls, 
To glory’s halls, 

Wafts life and love together. 


A Teacuer of the truly ‘genial’ stamp— 
that is to say one who takes delight, in exer- 
cising his or her genius, and in awakening 
that of the pupil is, we fear, a rarity; as 
much even in Art, as in any other branch 
of education. We believe, however, that we 
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may claim as an exception Mrs. Exiza 
Greatorix of this city, whom we believe to 
be honestly and earnestly interested in her 
calling as an instructor in drawing, and one 
who endeavors to make Art ‘a living lan- 
guage by educating the eye through the in- 
telligence.’ The method which she pursues 
is that of drawing from objects, beginning 
with Harding’s series of blocks, and thereby 
accustoming both eye and hand to greater 
accuracy than can be acquired from copying 
the usual plane surface pictures, which in 
most cases makes of the pupil a mere fac- 
similist. Mrs. Greatorix may be found at 
Studio 12, No. 204, Fifth Avenue. 





A WORD FOR THE TIMES. 


Taere ne’er was harm in anything, 
But it came by misgoverning : 

For one word of evil guiding 

May lose a kingdom or a king! 

A sound truth this which all can feel 
From the romance of Sir Greye Stele. 
Ye rulers all who bear the bell, 
Weigh it, I pray you, wisely, well. 





Iv this world nothing is constant save in- 
constancy. Nature changes all things, night 
and morn, and when she puts on again 
her former semblance, still it is only a sem- 
blance, and never the very same. Young 
ladies—when your lovers vow to be true for- 
ever to love—you may believe them; but 
whether they will be eternally true to you, 
admits of reflection. Such at least seems to 
have been the life-philosophy of him who 
penned the following poem : 


BY THE STREAM. 


Ox water that ever art roving! 
O fountain that never canst move ! 
Oh fancy—some new flame still loving! 
O heart, ever constant to love! 


The waterfall rustled and glistened, 
Till it seemed like a musical flame, 

And I lay and I looked and I listened 
Till the nymph of the waterfall came. 


It was no Undine or Lurley 

(Though I thought her as beautiful still) 
That came in the evening early— 

But a bare-footed maid from the mill. 


The pitcher too frequently laden 
Must break and be lost at the worst, 

But the young heart, when full of a maiden, 
Of the twain will be broken the first. 


But the pitcher, when cracked by a tumble, 
Must be laid, till repaired, on the shelf, 
While the heart, although shattered and 

humble, 
Will be mended in time by itself. 


And we vowed that we loved—but with 
laughter, 
And we kissed with our feet in the brook ; 
She left me—my whistle rung after, 
To win from the maid a last look. 


And months have flown by since I missed 
her, 
For afar with another she’s flown; 
And now I wait here for her sister, 
To vow that I’ve loved her alone. 


Oh water that ever‘art roaming! 
Oh fountain that never canst move! 
Oh fancy—some new flame still loving! 
Oh heart ever constant to—Iove ! 


Sing it, reader, ‘if thou canst sing.’ A 
lady friend assures us that it goeth well unto 
voice and pianoforte. 





YE JOLLIE POACHER. 


’*Twas I that kept a shoddy mill 
In starving Lancashire ; 

And shaved the Yankees shamefully 
For many and many a year. 


The mill is stopped, I’m raving mad, 
As from the Zimes you hear ; 

Oh it’s my delight to bark and bite 
At all times of the year. 








